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Chapter One 


I was betting my life when I made the date. 

Literally, I was daring Ronnie Morley to kill me, 
which he would have done without any compunction— 
sometimes I think these dedicated young people of the 
lunatic left really are crazy!—if he learned who I really 
was. At the moment, I was as hep to hippiedom as the 
brashest Weatherman in my Spanish calico bellbottoms 
and the transparent shirt which I wore without a bra so 
my breasts would jiggle and shake under it. The shirt- 
tails fluttered outside my pants as I walked along 
Broome Street. 

“T dig the idea, Ronnie, I really do,” I beamed. 

“You understand there may be trouble, The fuzz just 
don’t like to see us having a good time.” 

“Sure, Ronnie, sure.” 

He was a bearded youth with long brown hair below 
his shoulders. He was intense; his deep brown eyes 
could be soft as wet mush or hard as chrome steel. He 
was a study in character, was this Ronnie Morley in his 
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fringed buckskin jacket and tight bellbottoms that 
showed off the bulge. 

His hand was under my shirt, sliding up and down 
my bare back. I admit, it sent delicious thrills all 
through my girl-girl bod. There was something electric 
about Ronnie Morley; he tempted me. I might even 
have made the date if I hadn’t been ordered to do it by 
my case officer in the League of Undercover Spies and 
Terrorists. 

My name is Eve Drum. I work for L.U.S.T. at a 
damn good salary. Right now, L.U.S.T. was interested 
in a group of young hippies who called themselves the 
New Worlders. Neither L.U.S.T. nor I knew much 
about this organization except that it was one in spirit, 
if not in format, with the Weathermen, the Black Pan- 
thers and other radical, militant groups. 

Sure, sure. Protest is a good thing, it makes people 
take second looks and ask questions. But there is a way 
to protest, and a way not to protest, and the authorities 
at L.U.S.T. were learning in dribs and drabs that the 
New Worlders liked only that form of protest which is 
always paired with violence and bombings and savage 
killings. 

So I was out to learn what I could, mingling with 
Ronnie Morley and his friends down in the East Village 
where the New Worlders were making secret plans. I 
was here to discover those plans and prevent their ful- 
fillment. 

Ronnie was big, a little over six feet tall, and had 
rather wide shoulders on his hundred and eighty pound 
frame. He smelled good: he didn’t stink the way many 
of the hippies do. In a way, I liked him because he 
meant what he said about a lot of things. 

And so when he asked me if I wanted to go to a libi- 
do labyrinth with him, I told him I dug the idea. We 
moved along Broome to Broadway, crossed over to 
walk north toward Houston. The libido labyrinth was 
set up in an old, abandoned building not far from the 
Electric Circus. 

The libido love-in was just the opening move in my 
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campaign. If I pleased Ronnie, there would be more in- 
vitations, maybe even one to join the select inner-core 
group of the New Worlders. That was my ultimate goal. 

His palm rested lightly on my moving buttocks as I 
walked. 

“You got a nice ass, doll,” he crooned. 

I dimpled a smile. “You got a groovy touch, Ron- 
nie.” 

The fingers pressed deeply between my cleft, not 
quite a goosing, just a tender way of saying that I was 
Acapulco Gold done up in human skin. I enjoyed the 
feel. After all, they call me Oh Oh Sex in L.U.S.T. 
headquarters and maybe I deserve the nickname. Any- 
thing and everything to do with sex is my thing. It’s the 
way I am. 

IT crowded in closer to him when we came to the 
corner. There were other hippies here in their Aztec 
paisley headbands, tight chinos, the inevitable love- 
beads. They pushed us together so that my left hand 
hung right in front of his crotch. 

Casually I moved my hand until it rested lightly 
against the bulge in his pants. I wriggled my fingers gen- 
tly and listened to him gasp. I thought, Honey, I can 
give you aces and spades when it comes to things like 
this. Wait until I get you inside that labyrinth! 

“Hey, babe,” he moaned, hips stabbing. 

“You're a big one, Ronnie,” I breathed. 

He was, too. My tightening fingers measured him, 
found him in the horse category, what the Brahmins 
might call ashwa. And he was itchy; his flesh quivered 
to my grasp and grew fat. 

T let him go when the light changed and we had to 
cross the street. He took his hand away from my back- 
side. Truce, Bruce. We hipswung our way past a deli- 
catessen, a laundromat, a grocery store, a stationery 
store. A doorway painted with flowers and squiggly lit- 
tle lines leaped into sight. 

“Right on, woman. In there.” 

Other hippies were turning in, too. Here a couple, 
there a single, but all of them looking for where the ac- 
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tion was. Ronnie fumbled in his pocket, brought out a 
ten dollar bill, He saw my curious glance and smiled 
wryly. 

“The decorators need bread to keep going,” he ex- 
plained almost shamefacedly. “They come up with 
some groovy ideas.” 

“Like the labyrinth.” 

“Yeah. Never been in it, but I hear it’s a stone 
groove, a place where you can really turn on, Mad, 
man.” 

“You're waking butterflies in my pussy.” 

He chuckled thickly. “I keep doing that, Pll make 
you family.” 

I pressed against him, squeezing his apparatus gently. 
He gave a little jerk and shudder. I used my eyes while 
we were walking up the stairs. I was following a girl in a 
microskirt without anything on under it. She had good 
legs, pale but sweetly curved, and bare buttocks. Her 
skin was very smooth. Beyond her was a big man. He 
looked in his thirties, but it was hard to tell with his 
bushy beard and the thick sideburns. He wore clothes 
with dirt and grease stains spattered across them. 

We all came together on a small landing where a man 
sat behind a wooden table taking five dollars from each 
visitor. He put the bills in a green metal box. A rather 
huge youth—he must have weighed two-twenty and 
with muscles to match—stood behind him to make sure 
nobody got flip with the bread. 

“Tt all goes to the cause,” Ronnie whispered. 

“I’m glad,” I breathed back. 

His brown eyes laughed at me. “Don’t you care what 
cause?” he wanted to know, pushing my buttocks to- 
ward a heavy black curtain that hung in the middle of a 
black beaverboard wall. 

“Whatever cause you're for, I’m for, Ronnie.” 

His fingers squeezed my right buttock gently. His left 
arm swept aside the black curtain and we stepped into 
utter darkness. After a second our eyes got more or less 
accustomed to it, and we could see a green light off to 
one side. 
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We moved around the corner and came to a stop. 

A naked young man sprawled before a naked girl 
who was kneeling and giving the young man some rath- 
er intimate lip service. His loins were bobbing, jerking. I 
wondered at his incredible stamina as I watched with 
huge eyes. 

Ronnie chuckled. “Kinda lifelike, hey?” 

Then it dawned. These were rubber images that 
moved to the inner machinery in each one, like Segal 
plaster figures come to life. They were cleverly done; 
they'd fooled me. I told myself Ronnie Morley could 
not have been so positive they were fakes—not as fast, 
at least—unless he was in the know. 

This meant that whoever ran the libido labyrinth was 
a buddy-boy of his, a fellow New Worlder perhaps, 
Maybe the bread collected here went to further the aims 
of those militant radicals. I was starting to learn, I told 
myself. 

My left hand squeezed him where he made a lump. 
He sucked in his breath. I whispered, “They really do 
get down inside you, don’t they?” 

“Not as much as you do, babe.” 

T let go of him, walked ahead along a narrow corri- 
dor. There were other sight-seers coming through the 
curtain. We didn’t want to hold them up. 

This entire warehouse floor was given over to the li- 
bido labyrinth. It was brother to the First International 
Exhibit of Erotic Art that had been held in Lund, Swe- 
den, first cousin to the Living Theatre and the Sex Fairs 
that have sprung up here and there around the globe, 
twin brother to the Pleasure Pit launched by the First 
International Tactile Sculpture Symposium in Califor- 
nia, and a distant relative of the Kontakthof of the Sex- 
welle in West Germany. 

Very clever dioramas had been set into the black 
walls. Here a girl posted on the erect phallus of a reclin- 
ing young man riding rantipole, as the saying is. There 
were rubberoid dolls moved by tiny motors and springs 
and little levers, but it was like peeping into a bedroom 
through a window at real people. 
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My con began to itch in a familiar manner. 

A lifesize statue of a naked girl tied to a cross so she 
could not move more than her fingers was right around 
the bend. I stared at her for a moment, studying the big, 
firm breasts with their erected nipples, the belly that 
moved in and out, the slightly spread legs. There was a 
sign over the cross: TEASE ME, I LOVE IT! 

“Go ahead,” breathed Ronnie. 

My hands went to her breasts. I touched those firm 
weights, slid gently over them. They were warm, almost 
hot. 

“She’s alive,” I yelped. 

Ronnie Morley chuckled. The girl opened her long- 
lashed eyes, stared at me, “Please,” she whimpered, 
“Please tease. Please!” 

There was a feather on a shelf. I caught it up, drew it 
over her heavy breasts. Those mammary glands seemed 
to swell right before our eyes and the nipples got even 
longer. The feather fronds trailed down her belly, 
paused at her navel, slid downward to tangle in her 
Venus bush. I slid it forward between her thighs, teased 
her pussyflesh with it. The girl slammed her head back 
against the post of the cross and her red lips opened so 
she could let out a wail. 

I wondered how many passersby had tortured her 
this way. If I’d been alone, I might not have done what 
I was doing, but I was out to score points with Ronnie 
Morley and I wriggled that feather in and out of her 
crotch while her hips slammed back and forth. 

She was a masochist, a volunteer for this living play- 
let. She wanted to be sexually molested, teased unmerci- 
fully. I leaned forward, took the big nipple of her left 
breast between my lips. I suckled. She wailed louder 
over my head. 

My companion could not contain himself. After all, I 
was bent forward, my behind was jutting out toward 
him invitingly. He caught my hips in his hands and 
rammed his bulge against me. He kept it there while I 
went on tormenting the girl with the feather and my 
knowing lips. 
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Ronnie was having a dry run, apparently. He gasped 
and choked and gurgled, his hips beating savagely back 
and forth. It was fun, in a way, but I knew better ways 
of grooving. 

So I broke away from him and the girl, writhing dex- 
trously from between them so that our sexual sandwich 
lost its meat. For a moment, Ronnie went on flailing the 
air while the girl started to sob as she whispered to me. 

“More, please. Please—some more! Oh, God, you 
know how to get a girl hot. Please. . .” 

I patted her heaving belly. “Sorry, doll. Another 
time. Gotta go see more of this warm-up wonderland.” 

“Jeez,” muttered Ronnie, coming back from wher- 
ever he’d been, reaching out a hand to me. “Come on, 
baby—let’s groove.” 

“Later, pater,” I smiled. 

T caught his hand, drew him away from the nude girl 
writhing on her carnal cross. I was afraid he’d whip out 
his amoral adornment and fasten himself to her needing 
nookie. And I didn’t want to lose Ronnie Morley to 
some hot hippie who got her kicks by tuning in on some 
masochistic merintholagnia, which means simply that 
she got her jollies by being tied up for folks to tease and 
torment. 

We moved on and found more dioramas along a 
walk. Here, a woman lay naked on her back with her 
legs spread and a young girl crouched between them, 
offering her the kiss of Bilitis, These were toys, rub- 
beroid, with levers and springs inside them. But some- 
thing new had been added, a sound track, 

“Yes, oh God, please do that, darling. Oh, I just can’t 
stand that trickly little tongue of yours working all 
around in me...” 

“T will, sweets, I will. Forever and ever.” 

Stuff like that. It got to me, because I enjoy bedding 
down with a female almost as much as I dig it with a 
male. Oh Oh Sex, that’s my other name. Any way, any 
time. Or almost. 

Ronnie wouldn’t let me go. He held my middle with a 
strong arm and kept me jammed into his hip where he 
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would massage himself as he looked and listened. I 
warned him that he was going to drop out of the rut 
race but he only shook his head between grunts. I began 
to feel sorry for him. 

The next diorama showed two boys performing a 
sixty-niner. It was very realistically done, but it didn’t 
turn me on. Nor Ronnie. He hurried me past that one 
and to the next, where a boy sat on a straight-backed 
chair while a girl crouched over him, her spread legs 
lifting and falling as she rode him. 

“You dig that, babe?” Ronnie panted. 

“J dig anything,” I whispered back. 

We came to paintings of an especially erotic nature, 
involving groups of two girls and one boy, three girls, 
two boys and one girl. They were balling away on can- 
vas in all sorts of interesting ways. Ronnie moved his 
hands from my hips to my breasts. 

His palms slide up the underslopes and came to the 
hard nipples. I shook when he fastened fingers on those 
aching breast tips and tugged on them. His breath was a 
hot fire close to my right ear as he rested his chin on.my 
shoulder. 

“You groove groups?” 

“Man, like I told you, I groove it all.” 

“How about grass?” 

“You got a joint? I could use it.” 

My hips had been working on his bulge with my soft 
behind, very gently, very slowly while he played with 
my breasts through the shirt. We were working our- 
selves up, just as all the other couples in here were 
doing. I saw a pair of them, a tall boy and a tall girl, 
come into this section of the labyrinth, clinging and 
shaking together. His hand was under her skirt, her 
hand was out of sight in his opened fly. 

Casual, man. Like there was nothing but the senses 
to be indulged. It was a way of life, I knew. I’d played 
hippie girl before. We may be dead early in the coming 
morning. Forget money, it’s no use to me, all I want is 
to know myself, my senses, all of them. 

With drugs or sex, what’s the difference? You do 
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your thing, T'll do mine. Like now I’m floating on a 
male finger, the girl seemed to be saying with her con- 
torted face. See how my hips pick up the beat of his pul- 
sating digit. And guess what I have warm and hard and 
long in my own hot little fingers? She sighed and shook. 
The tall boy gave a sudden yell and his pelvis pounded 
her hand. 

“IT got a joint,” Ronnie said, fumbling. “Two of 
them.” 

A joint of grass is a marijuana cigarette. I've smoked 
them before. They make me a little high, like a couple 
of strong martinis, I fail to see any reason why they 
should not be legal. My case officer David Anderjanian 
and I have heated discussions about such things as pot 
and acid. 

A match flared. I put the stick between my lips, 
puffed deeply. The tall boy and the girl with him came 
closer to sniff at the blue cloud I exhaled. His smile was 
sweet, friendly, the girl was still a bit glassy-eyed from 
the savagery of her orgasmal spasm. 

“You have any more?” the boy asked. 

Ronnie shook his head. “Down a little further in the 
lab you can buy some if you have the bread.” 

“He has the bread,” the girl smiled dreamily. 

My eyes blinked, Bread at the door, bread for drugs 
inside, at another table. Was this how the New 
Worlders maintained themselves? But this must be only 
a dribble to what they'd need for a protest march, with 
thousands of carefree boys and girls to be fed and given 
something to drink, as we’d heard they planned. 

The pot was getting to me. Not that I needed a boot 
in the bandicooting behind. I am ever ready for a ficken 
frolic. Nobody knows for sure how marijuana @ffects all 
people. Me it makes thirsty, but it does that to most 
folks who smoke. I get the urge to drink grape juice, but 
that’s pretty popular too, with the other heads, 

Maybe, if anything, grass makes me sexier. I get a 
warm glow down in my pelvic region and an itch that 
just has to be scratched with the eleventh finger. I paste 
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a lazy smile on my face and belly up to a nearby male, 
and work the loins up and down and around. 

Like now, with Ronnie. 

“You turn me on,” I murmured, hitting him with my 
hips. “Isn’t there any place we can go? I got the hots. 
The pot hots.” I started to giggle. 

“Yeah, baby. Yeah. Just around a few bends, a kind 
of community room, you know? Mattresses on the floor 
like at a group grope.” 

It made me woolier, knowing that. My job was to ce- 
ment Ronnie Morley to me, to make my con his can’t- 
do-without thing. He had to tell me what the New 
Worlders planned and to ask me in on it. This was the 
bad news. 

The good news was that I was getting boxed, going 
high. My secret flesh was telling me I was damn lucky 
to have my job and to get assignments such as this one, 
where everybody wanted to make love, not war. 

I began unbuttoning my see-through shirt. My 
nipples were hard brown buttons on my breasts. Ronnie 
could see them pretty good even with the shirt on, con- 
sidering the fact that my sheer East Indian cotton shirt 
was completely transparent, but I wanted him to see 
them in the flesh. The buttons came out of their loops. I 
caught the flaps and pulled them wide. 

My bare breasts thrust out enticingly. 

T looked down at them, so did Ronnie. He made 
noises, just looking. I began making noises myself when 
he put his hands on them and ran his palms and fingers 
over my big mounds almost reverently. He bent his 
head. His big lips opened. 

He engulfed one of my fetons, as the French name 
them, and began to munch. He made wet noises as he 
did, but he sent thrills down my spine all the way to my 
rump. A girl with long yellow hair and a fishnet skirt 
under which was bare skin, accompanied by a tall boy 
with long brown hair, moved into view. They smiled at 
us and the girl nodded happily. 

“Make love,” she breathed. 

Ronnie was doing his best, his mouth was like a wet 
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suction cup and his tongue wriggled and writhed around 
my standing nipple with amorous affection. I put my. 
hand down to his trouser bulge and stroked him with 
trembling fingers. 

He shifted to my other nipple, like a starving infant. 
His smooth palms were sliding up and down my back, 
trying to burrow under my belt and get at my pantied 
behind. He was moaning and jerking his hips, trying to 
force more and more of his manhood into my finger- 
grip. 

Another couple walked past. 

“Honey,” I said softly, tickling the back of his neck 
with my long fingernails, “hadn’t we better go find one 
of those mattresses? You really know how to zonk a girl 
out of her skull.” 

He came up for air, a glassy look in his big brown 
eyes. “Yeah, hey. Maybe we better.” 

He looked around him helplessly. I was delighted to 
see that I had this effect on him. I crossed my fingers 
mentally, hoping it would continue. There’s no weapon 
like sex to get a man under your thumb. 

We clung together along the corridor, moving in a 
crabwise manner. Ronnie kept rubbing his face against 
my breasts which pleased me, but made for difficult 
going because he couldn’t see where he was walking, 
and I didn’t know the way. 

We came to the lower half of a girl jutting out of a 
corridor wall. From the navel up, she was poking 
through a hole in the wall, so that only her legs and be- 
hind showed on this side of the beaverboard. And she 
was naked. Or maybe it was only a dummy. I put out a 
hand to make sure. It was real skin, warm and smooth. 
The girl whimpered and spread her legs a little more. 

An erotic excitement blossomed inside me. I had 
been aroused before, what with Ronnie nursing on my 
breasts, but this unknown female offering her female- 
ness to any casual passerby for kisses and caresses or 
whatnot, was something else again. Ronnie took his 
face away to see what I was doing. 

“Jeez,” he breathed. “Is she for real?” 
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I caught his hand, put it on the naked thigh nearest 
him. I drew his hand up that soft thigh and around over 
the quivering buttocks, down between them. The girl 
jumped a foot and gave out a yelp of delight. 

I pretended to be jealous and pulled his hand away. 
“You can do that to me, Ronnie. Come on, where are 
those mattresses?” 

He had a wild look in his eyes. This mod generation 
of mine is the most uninhibited one of all time. If I 
hadn’t been with him, I’m sure Ronnie Morley would 
have whipped out his dard and thrust it deep into what 
that unknown female was offering so openly. As it was, 
he kept looking back at her as I urged him along the 
corridor. 

So I took steps to make sure he would pay more at- 
tention to me. I ran down his zipper tab and pushed my 
hand in his fly opening. I grabbed a handful of solid 
male flesh. Ronnie stiffened all over and wrapped his 
arms about me. This time he aimed his lips at my 
mouth. 

My open mouth accepted his kiss, his tongue. We 
stood there for a few seconds, shaking crazily, the two 
of us. I was damn determined I was going to be one girl 
he wasn’t going to forget too soon. 

I whispered, “You're a real big boy, Ronnie. I love 
big boys. You know what I like to do with big ones like 
that?” I whispered into his ear, drawing on my knowl- 
edge of the writings of Aloysia Siegea, of Elephantis, of 
Astynassa who is said to have first written about the 
love postures. These are three masters of erotic realism, 
renowned over the centuries for their knowledge of the 
love arts, I even threw in a little of the advice Ovid 
gives to lovers in his Ars Amandi. 

Ronnie had his fingers sunk an inch deep in the soft 
flesh of my behind. He was panting and sobbing, going 
ape with the need for utter fulfillment. I felt a little sorry 
for him. Hell, I even felt sorry for myself. If we didn’t 
find that mattress soon, Ronnie was going to have a pre- 
mature happening. 

Thad to fight to get out of his clutches, 
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“No more, not until we can ball it together,” I 
warned him. “It isn’t fair to me, Ronnie. You’ve got me 
up the wall without a ladder. Now have a heart.” 

He nodded, sucking air into his heaving lungs. He 
looked around us, fighting the grip of the love gods until 
his brain cooled enough to let him take notice of sign- 
posts like the diorama with the five automated dolls 
in it—one was a man, the others were girls—and the 
statue farther down of a naked male flaunting his phal- 
latic proportions. Two girls were standing in front of 
this, licking their lips and staring. 

“Yeah, yeah. Okay. I got my bearings.” 

He caught my hand, started to run with me alongside 
him. We went past some other dioramas and live or 
dummy display models, but neither of us had the time 
to inspect them. This labyrinth we were in was kind of a 
take-off on the Pleasure Pit displayed by the First Inter- 
national Tactile Sculpture Symposium, which had done 
its thing at California State College. In that experiment, 
which was to determine the effects of touch on emotion 
and art, rubberoid and plastic sculptures and. darkness 
had played on the emotions of the visitors. It was pretty 
groovy, from all the reports I’d had. Well, this was even 
groovier, this place I was in right now. 

Ronnie swept aside a vinyl-cut curtain. I made out 
with the aid of a blue light here and there, a number of 
naked male and female bodies, gently moving, writhing 
and twisting together. 

“Our own pleasure pit,” Ronnie panted. 

He grabbed my breasts in his hands and backed up, 
leading me by his twin grips. I didn’t mind it in the 
least, he was shooting carnal chills into me, and I was 
fumbling with my wide leather belt by Saint Laurent at 
every step I took. When he came to a halt and sank 
down into a yogi posture on an unemployed mattress, I 
had my bellbottoms down around my knees. All I was 
wearing was a cache-sexe of sheer black nylon and a 
spaghetti strap or two to hold it in place. 

Ronnie stared at my pubic hair with wide eyes, where 
it shone like burnished gold under the black nylon. My 
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pale hips, my tanned thighs and legs as I lifted them one 
by one out of the bellbottoms, also came in for their 
share of eyeballing. 

“Baby, you zap me,” he babbled and grabbed. 

His hands caught me behind the knees, inched my 
feet forward until I was straddled over his face. His 
hands pushed aside the crotch strap of the cache-sexe. 
Then he was sinking fingers in my buttockflesh and 
dragging me down. 

I gave a soft groan. I couldn’t help it, not with his 
mouth where it was, performing Ja branlade like an ac- 
complished gynecomanial gourmet. My hips began to 
jerk in the sweet spasms, I could feel my buttockmeat 
shaking wildly and my legs got rubbery. 

All around us there were other guys and dolls giving 
themselves over to the desires that ran like molten silver 
in their flesh. My eyes made out a girl bent slavishly be- 
fore a youth jammed against her rump, her head hang- 
ing low as she shook from moment to moment while the 
boy had his head thrown backward, mouth open as he 
gulped at air. Beyond them a boy and a girl performed 
in the more usual ‘grocer’ position, with the girl below 
and the man above. To one side of me— 

My eyes closed convulsively, blotting out everything. 

Ronnie was going ape under me, his arms were like 
pythons about my hips, he was dragging me down to- 
ward his groin while at the same time he was trying to 
worm out of his trousers. He was kissing my belly as I 
fell over him and slobbering like a demented schoolboy. 

This was a bad scene. It was not the way I wanted 
Ronnie Morley, half crazy and not quite knowing what 
was going on. It was time I took over. I’d let him have 
the play so far, but our little snib session was going to 
end far too fast, judging by the jerking movements of 
his hips. 

“Sssssh,” I breathed, “ssssh, Ronnie.” 

I pushed him down on the mattress. It cradled him, it 
held him while I put my fingers to his belt and bellbot- 
toms and pushed them down his legs. The mattress was 
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filled with warm water, I found, and gave a curious 
sense of aliveness to the whole proceeding. 

“We aren’t going to rush this, are we?” I crooned 
down into his face as I threw a leg over his upstanding 
attraction. 

He shook his head back and forth. I went on talking, 
to let him lose that sharp edge of sexuality which would 
have resulted in a spending of his strength. “It’s better 
to take it easy, honey, it lasts longer that way. 
Hmmmmm? Don’t you think so?” 

“Wha—whatever you s-say, Eve.” 

I reached down, caught him gently. “You know what 
they used to call this way of doing it about a hundred 
years ago? Saint George. That’s right, with the girl on 
top and the boy below. See how easily it fits? No, no 
don’t you move, you just lie there, honey.” 

My will was stronger than his; he was like a child, let- 
ting himself be led this way. I wondered if I could so 
control him later on, when I got him to take me into the 
inner core of the New Worlders. Maybe, just maybe. It 
was a good sign, this easy, early dominance. 

I sank down on him. He started to shake all over, I 
tightened my constrictor muscles—hard. He let out a 
yelp of pain and his eyes opened wide to stare up at my 
face that peered down at him. 

“Easy, Ronnie. Easy. We can have more fun longer, 
‘if you'll only take it easy. Leave everything to mamma.” 

I waited, gripping him. I loosed my clasp, rode up 
and down. He threw back his head and shuddered. I 
tightened my constrictor grip. Waited again. He got a 
measure of control back. This went on and on, until he 
got his second sexual wind, so to speak. He was a bar of 
iron, a lot of the sensitivity had gone out of his male 
flesh. 

My hips went up and down. I posted slowly, increas- 
ing my speed from time to time. To my mind, sex is one 
of the greatest forces in nature, and no man and no 
woman is without it, to a certain degree. Some people 
sublimate their sexual needs, others—like the mods 
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around us—took it out in pleasure pit phallation, the 
way Ronnie and I were doing. 

He lasted a long time under my expert tutelage. 

A real long time. 

We did Saint George for a while, then IT swung over 
onto my side in the classic karkata-tiryak-bandha pos- 
ture of the Hindu erotologists. In this way, the woman 
holds the man almost at right angles to her body, so that 
her right thigh is over his middle, where he is joined 
with her. There is a freedom of movement both for the 
woman and the man in this manner, as I proceeded first 
to inform Ronnie and then to show him. 

He performed like a hot-pants Hercules. 

We varied our diddling diet by my getting on all fours 
while Ronnie crouched over me in the ‘greyhound’ 
manner, This is also known as the dhenuka-vyanta- 
bandha of those Brahma boys I mentioned earlier, 
who’ve really made a study of this sort of thing, bless 
their lustful little hearts. 

Ronnie loved this position because he could hold my 
breasts in his palms while he sawed away. He had a 
thing for mammaries, I was. discovering, and filed the 
information away for possible future reference. 

To keep him from getting too excited, I began walk- 
ing about on my hands and knees like an infant, at the 
same time tightening my constrictor cunnae muscles, 
Ronnie had to come along with me on his knees. He 
had to let go of my knockers, too, because he would 
have been off balance. Instead, he fastened his fingers in 
my hips. 

When I thought he might be tired of this, I sank 
down and slid away from him, leaving him on his knees, 
staring at me in horror. “We aren’t done yet, are we? 
Look, baby—I’m still . . .” 

“T see, I see,” I told him. 

T hooked his hips with a bare arm, drew him onto the 
water-filled mattress. We were going to finish off in a 
way that should make him my devoted slave for a long 
time to come. I rubbed my body against his, touching 
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his manhood with my thigh every so often to make sure 
he was still ready, willing and able for more of the 
same. 

“T don’t want to lose you, Ronnie,” I babbled into his 
mouth, letting my breasts slide around on his chest. 

“You're not gonna—lose me, baby. Hell,—I” 

“You'll go away, back to college or whatever it is you 
do your thing and you'll forget all about me.” 

“No, I won’t, I swear to Christ!” 

I raised myself until my heavy breasts dangled right 
above his eyes. “Promise me,” I wheedled, moving my 
shoulders so that my ivory glofes swung back and forth 
just above his eyes. “Say you'll take me with you wher- 
ever you are.” 

“Sure, hon, sure. You can join the New Worlders, 
can’t you?” 

“I will if you belong, Ronnie darling. What are 
they?” 

“A protest group. You know.” 

I think my swaying nipples were hypnotizing, him. 
They moved like brown pendulums back and forth, 
back and forth, and his eyes went left and right, left and 
right, following them. 

“Oooooh, yes! I love protest groups,” I answered. 

“We want to make ‘a new world out of the New 
World’, that’s our motto. No more wars, no more rac- 
ism, no more Establishment.” 

“Yeah, man. I dig!” 

“T’m one of the leaders.” 

“Ronnie, you’re so masterful.” 


“We're going to march on Washington first thing to- 
morrow morning. We’re getting those Women’s Libera- 
tion Fronts to join us, and some of the Black Panthers 
and the Weathermen and the Students for a Democratic 
Society. We—” 

I let a stiff nipple dip toward his lips. I didn’t want 
him to think about what he was telling me, not yet; I 
wanted him to concentrate on the pleasure he was get- 
ting with my Jolo in his mouth. He munched and 
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chewed, eyes closed and a beatific expression on his 
face. 

I backed down on him, hitting the target dead center. 
I slid around him and he jerked and jerked, caught in 
the sheath of my femininity. Ronnie Morley was in a 
nookie Nirvana, he was breastfeeding and bandicooting 
at the same time. He was being pleasured at both ends, 
so to speak. It was enough to make him mine, I figured, 
until it came time to snap the trap on him. 

We went on like this for some minutes. 

Then Ronnie wailed and his hips lifted into the air, 
taking me with them, so that he touched the mattress 
only with the back of his head and the soles of his feet. 
He quivered steadily, pouring out what the French are 
pleased to name his jus de couillon.. . 

He sank back onto the mattress slowly. 

“T never knew it could be like that,” he said slowly, 
keeping me pressed to him. “You're some kind of 
groovy chick, Eve.” 

“For you I am,” I told him sweetly. 

I let my head sink down on his shoulder. We rested 
for a little while, then I said, “I hope you meant what 
you said, before.” 

Half asleep, he muttered, “What was that?” 

“About letting me join the New Worlders.” 

I held my breath. Maybe he didn’t remember even 
saying those words, but I had to take the chance. If I 
was going to do my job for L.U.S.T., I had to con Ron- 
nie Morley into letting me in on the New Worlders’ se- 
cret councils. Only with somebody on the inside of their 
planning council would we be able to forestall any of 
the more desperate attempts they would be making as 
protest gestures. 

Like killings, like bombings. 

For the New Worlders were out to protest with a 
vengeance. We knew enough about their setup to un- 
derstand that two of their leaders—Ronnie for one, and 
a college drop-out named Hank Doolin—were former 
§.D.S. members. Morley and Doolin wanted to bomb 
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the U.S. Supreme Court, it was rumored. They also 
wanted to assassinate a man close to the President him- 
self. 

It was my job to stop them. 
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Chapter Two 


We walked through the cool night along the grey 
sidewalk, hand in hand. My heart was singing with hap- 
piness, not because I loved Ronnie Morley—I didn’t— 
but because of what he had said there in the pleasure pit 
moments before we decided to cop out. 

“I go for you, Eve, I really do. This makes it kind of 
official, if you feel the same way. I dig you, you dig me. 
We can do our thing together if you come into the New 
Worlders.” 

“T want to, Ronnie. I do!” 

“Then it’s all settled. All I got to do is tell Hank and 
Leila.” 

“Who’re they?” 

His hand tugged me to my feet, right then. “Let’s 
blow. It’s too hot in here. I want out in the air.” 

We carried our clothes into the corridor of the libido 
labyrinth and put them on in the semi-darkness. He 
hadn’t answered my last question, about Hank and 
Leila. I wondered if he was having regrets about invit- 
ing me to join the New Worlders. 
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I didn’t want just to join them, anybody could do 
that; I had to be part and parcel of their planning 
board, the ones who set up the bombings and the kill- 
ings. And this was not so easily come by, I was begin- 
ning to realize. 

We were walking past a furniture store with its night 
lights on, casting a grey pall on the sidewalk. The city 
at night is’ like a sleeping beast, all greyness and filled 
with hidden secrets. Its darkened or lighted windows 
stare blindly out at the world, its building walls are 
shutters drawn about its inhabitants. To my mind there 
is a frightening anonymity, almost a feeling of non-life 
in a sleeping city at night. There is life, of course, but it 
is hidden away, deep in stone and cement wombs, 

“Ronnie?” 

“Mmmmmm?” 

“Who is this Leila? Is she your—girl?” 

His laughter broke out. “No, no. You’ve got it all 
wrong.” He put his arm around me, hugging me closer. 
“You're my girl—if you want to be.” 

“T do, Ronnie! I really do!” 

We halted in the middle of the sidewalk, his arms 
around me holding me against his front. “Leila is one of 
us, the New Worlders,” he said gently, eyeing me ten- 
derly. “You know about them, don’t you?” 

He had me figured for about seventeen, I think, Ac- 
tually I’m only a few years older, but when I want to I 
can dress and look the teenage way, which I was doing 
at the moment. These housewives who pass themselves 
off for high school sttidents and I are sisters under the 
skin. 

I wriggled into his front adoringly. “Of course I know 
about them, Ronnie. They’re your thing, you and the 
New Worlders are a protest group like the demon- 
strators at Berkeley and at Isla Vista.” 

“We're a militant group,” he muttered dreamily, star- 
ing over my head at the neon lights of a storefront. “We 
know nobody’s going to change the Establishment, not 
ever, until the Establishment gets scared out of its 
pants. We intend to do just that.” 
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“Groovy,” I breathed while a cold ripple ran down 
my spine. “And when the Establishment is scared, 
you're going to tell them what to do, how it should be 
done!” 

“What?” he asked blankly. 

“Oh, Ronnie, you know—the way it should be and 
isn’t.” 

“You mean, figure out what to do about the things 
we’re protesting about?” he asked with a faint frown. 

“Well, sure. That’s what it’s all about, right?” 

“Yeah, of course. But—” 

He had a dazed look in his eyes, as if this were the 
first time the problem of replacing objectionable things 
with right on solutions had ever occurred to him. 

I didn’t want to overstrain Ronnie, so I gave him a 
great big hug and a kiss on his bearded chin. “You 
will,” I enthused. “Oh, I know you will! You're so 
smart, Ronnie.” 

“Yeah, Well, maybe. Sure, I guess I am.” 

We walked along further, holding hands, not speak- 
ing. When we came to the subway station where I was 
to take the Woodlawn train north, I came to a stop and 
batted my blond eyelashes. 

“You will let me be a New Worlder, won't you?” I 
pleaded in my best little girl manner. “I could be your 
gal Friday, something like that. You must need some- 
body to run your errands, somebody who'll see that the 
things you want done, get done.” 

He grinned at the idea of having a personal secretary. 
“T sure will, sweets. You be okay going home alone?” It 
was the chivalry in him coming out. I didn’t bother 
pointing out the fact that I could take better care of my- 
self than a dozen Ronnie Morleys could. Let him think 
he was a big, strong man. 

I nodded, wriggled fingers at him and ran down the 
steps. I dug a token out of my pocket and dropped it in 
the slot. I went down some more steps and onto the 
platform. The Woodlawn train was the second one in. 

T got off at Eighty-sixth Street and walked the few 
blocks to my posh apartment house. It was a new pad, 


27 


and I'd spent a mint getting it fixed up the way I wanted 
it. 

The elevator took me up to the fifth floor. My legs 
carried me on to 5E. I slid key into lock and turned the 
knob. The door opened. 

T hesitated, one foot over the threshold, the sole of 
my shoe sunk into a deep golden carpet that ran wall to 
wall. A light was on, one of the twin lamps that framed 
the John Stuart sofa set before the picture window giv- 
ing 2 magnificent view of the river. That lamp had not 
been on when I'd gone out this evening. 

“Oh, come on in,” said a familiar voice. 

David Anderjanian, my case officer. I poked my head 
around the edge of the door and saw him sitting, drink 
in hand, in the striped ticking slipcovered easychair that 
he had appropriated as his own as soon as he’d seen it. 
He waved the martini around casually so that the ice 
cubes chinked together. 

“Make yourself at home,” I invited sweetly, closing 
the door behind me. I tucked the key into my pants 
pocket and sauntered across the rug to stare down at 
him. 

“How'd it go? You a New Worlder now?” 

“Not quite yet, David. These things take time.” 

He cocked an eyebrow at me. “You must be losing 
your grip, sugar. Ordinarily, you’d be boss-lady of the 
whole shebang by this time.” 

I dropped on a hassock, sitting and staring at him, 
seeing the lines at the corners of his eyes, the faint touch 
of grey at his temples, the weatherbeaten look of his 
raw-boned face. I love David Anderjanian, he loves me. 
Maybe someday we'll get tired of the way we live and 
get ourselves married. 

“Davie, you look old,” I said. 

He sat up straighter. “Hey, now. I’m only thirty-four. 
That isn’t old.” 

“Tt is where I’ve been. You're one of the over- 
thirties. That’s a bummer, David dear. You’re part of 
the Establishment, the Establishment the New Worlders 
have sworn to drag down in ruins.” 
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“You think they'll do it?” 

“They'll make waves, that’s for sure. Ronnie Morley 
is a very dedicated young man. So, I feel reasonably 
certain. are Hank Doolin and a girl named Leila. I 
hayen’t found out her last name.” 

“But you’ll meet them?” 

“If I made any impression on Ronnie Morley, I will. 
And I made an impression, David. He’s going to think 
of me as his gal Friday, as a kind of personal secretary, 
somebody to run his errands.” 
. He considered this, sipping at the martini, studying 

me with half closed eyes. He nodded slowly, “I think 
you might, at that. Having somebody to order around 
will appeal to him. Especially since he thinks you feel 
the way he does about the Establishment.” 

I yawned, stretching slightly on the hassock. “?’m 
tired, David dear. Are you going to stay the night? If 
you are, come into the bedroom while I make ready for 
my sheet sandwich.” 

I began yanking my transparent shirt out of my cali- 
co bellbottoms. David let his eyes touch the bare skin of 
my midriff as the buttons came loose and the shirttails 
fell out into the air. His eyeballs had that gleam I knew 
so well. 

“You like the no-bra look?” I asked, shimmying 
slightly, making my globes go jiggle-shake left and right. 

“Love it,” he breathed. 

I opened the flaps of the shirt and looked down at 
myself. My breasts are rather large but quite firm, and 
my nipples are big and usually erectile. I was wondering 
whether any of the kisses Ronnie had been giving my 
knockers in the libido labyrinth had left those purplish 
marks which we call hickeys, and the French, morsures. 
Fortunately, my flesh was alabaster white, unmarked, 

“Lovely,” he whispered, sitting up straighter, 

“T need a shower,” I warned him, my golden eye- 
brows arching questioningly. 

“So do I, as a matter of fact. We'll take it together.” 

T got off the hassock. David got off the chair. We met 
between them, my breasts pushing into his hard chest. 
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His hands slid up under my mammaries, his big fingers 
moving gently all over them. He is a loverboy, is my 
David. His mere touch can start up the smoke signals in 
my more intimate parts. Like now. 

We kissed a long time. 

“You really need that shower?” he whispered into my 
open mouth. 

“T really do. Really.” 

“All right, I can be patient. I think.” He gave a sigh, 
“As a matter of fact, we have to do some talking, Eve. 
About this new job of yours.” 

“So talk.” 

I walked ahead of him toward the archway that led 
into my bedroom. My feet made no sound on the thick 
golden carpet, but I managed to waggle my fanny while 
I was letting the transparent shirt slide down my creamy 
back and arms. I dropped it on the floor and put my 
hands to the buckle of my wide leather belt. 

“The lunatic left is really worrying Washington,” he 
said as he followed in my footsteps, bending to pick up 
my fallen shirt. “Which means that it worries The Gen- 
eral who runs L.U.S.T. That means it worries me, too.” 

“And that means it ought to worry me.” 

I had the belt undone. I let my bellbottoms begin 
their slide floorward as I walked. I had no panties on, 
my black nylon cache-sexe was somewhere back on the 
mattress in that libido labyrinth love-in room. David 
could see the tops of my pink buttocks as the pants 
went down and the crease between the cheeks, 

“Tt should, indeed,” David growled. I note that the 
sight of my behind didn’t distract him enough for him 
to forget the subject of his lecture. “Those jerry-built 
bombs that wild-eyed kids make in cellars and barns, 
that they carry between their legs for safe hiding, have 
me up tight. 

“They ought to have you up tight, as well. You never 
know when some leftist lunatic—I don’t mean a Com- 
mie, now, I mean one of the kids from our own Ameri- 
can homes, from a middle-class American family—will 


30 


heave some dynamite and a blasting cap at me. Or at 
you. ’ 

“This is a war we’re in, with these kids. 

“But nobody wears any uniforms, you can’t tell the 
friends from the enemies, hardly. We all speak the same 
language, we all look very much the same. Maybe the 
enemy has long hair, and looks young. But you can’t go 
around arresting every young person with uncut hair, 
No way.” 

“The funny thing is, David, they don’t know what 
they want in its place. Instead of the Establishment, I 
mean. Take what happened at Isla Vista, when they 
burned down that Bank of America building. They 
claimed, when they could offer any rationalization at 
all, that the bank was symbolic of the Way Things 
Are. They want to destroy the Way Things Are. But 
they don’t have anything to put in its place.” 

“I wish we could get into their heads,” David said 
seriously, staring at my belly button, “if we could only 
make them see that they’d get so much farther if they’d 
only use reason instead of force.” 

“But would they, David?” I asked gently. “They all 
have grievances, some real, some imaginary. They are 
idealists, the young. They think the Establishment is 
hypocritical. Which it is, there’s no denying that. But 
they take the wrong way.” 

I swung around and walked toward the bathroom 
door, Behind me, I could see in a bureau mirror that 
David Anderjanian was starting to undress. His jacket 
was off, he was getting rid of his shirt. In a moment, his 
pants were coming down. 

“You sound like one of them,” he accused. 

T turned at the doorway. “In a sense I am one of 
them, David. I don’t object to what they’re trying to do. 
I approve of it. Already, the young people have made 
. very important social changes in our way of life. It’s 
their method that bugs me.” 

Inside the bathroom, I opened the glass shower door 
and moved the hot and cold handles. Water cascaded 
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downward. I put my palm to it, adjusted the hot han- 
dle. 

“In a way, I can sympathize more with the black 
militants and the Black Panthers,” David said, coming 
naked onto the rug-strewn tile floor of my blue and 
white bathroom. “Those guys and dolls are mostly 
ghetto-bred. They belong to the black minority, and 
have had to accept the dregs of what is loosely known 
as the most affluent society on Earth. 

“Sure, I can understand the blacks and their rage. It 
makes sense. And they have a goal, at least. They want 
equality, the same equality Jackie Robinson won for 
black baseball players when he put a Dodger uniform 
on. They want equal education, equal rights to good 
food, good housing, good living. That’s all denied to 
them now. : 

“The Afro-Americans have a case. 

“But these young white punks! They come from good 
homes, they have intelligent parents, most of them have 
had good educations. What the hell do they want? 
that’s what puts the hot needles under my fingernails. 
What in hell are they after? Don’t tell me they want to 
change things! 

“Sure, that’s what they say. But they can’t tell you 
how they want it changed, or what they will accept as 
their idea of a good society. They’re radical, they're lib- 
erals, but they go off half-cocked in every direction.” 

David swatted my bare rump with a big hand, urging 
me through the open glass doorway into the big shower. 
With his other hand, as he followed me in, he was 
reaching for a cake of my Dial soap. He began lathering 
me all over. 

“Tt bugs the living hell out of me when I hear the 
claptrap they talk. They are arrogant as any Roman 
emperor. They think they know how to reform the 
whole fuggin world, and they don’t know their asses 
from their elbows.” 

“Easy, David. Your blood pressure, remember. 

“They tried peaceful protests, David. It got them no- 
where. They want a just society, and the ones in power 
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are not about to give them that, not yet for a while, be- 
cause the ones in power are skimming off the cream.” 

“Oh, Eve—hell!” 

“Well, they are,” I snapped defiantly. “Congress says 
it wants to fight inflation, but Congressmen up their 
own salaries. The man with the strongest. lobby in 
Washington gets Congress to pass the laws he wants 
passed. And all the time the Congressman is mouthing 
platitudes and making statements just the opposite of 
what he votes. It ain’t right, David. The young people 
know it. It’s hypocrisy on a national scale.” 

“I suppose you're talking about off-shore drilling for 
oil and the resulting oil slicks and—” 

“I am. That’s part of it. So’s paying the farmer not to 
grow crops. Come on, David! The world is going to 
need food in a few short years. Wouldn’t we be better 
off storing that food, somehow? Quick-freezing it? We 
could do it, we can do it.” 

“He drew back, eyed me coldly. “T think you’re on the 
leftist fringe yourself, Eve. My God, how can you spout 
such stuff?” 

“Because it’s all true, and you know it. Our society 
favors a special few, though they talk about ‘freedom 
and equality for all.’ Bullshit, David! How come the oil 
people like J. Paul Getty and the others get such tax 
breaks when it comes time to pay the Internal Revenue 
Service? How about the profit-takers from the stock 
market with their big break on capital gains? Not to 
mention the tax dodge that a lot of churches use, avoid- 
ing the payment of taxes while they make millions on 
business property and such that they own? 

“Don’t tell me everybody's equal in the United 
States!” 

David was kneeling at my feet in the shower, His 
eyes glinted up at me as he pursed his lips and gave a 
low whistle. “Well, now. I sure touched a raw nerve 
somewhere along the line, didn’t I? I didn’t know you 
felt so deeply about this. Maybe you aren’t such a good 
one to do that job you’re on.” 

“And maybe I’m the best goddam agent for that job 
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you have. Do you think you could fool those kids, 
spouting about recourses to law and middle-class 
American kids with rocks in their heads?” 

An icy touch was on my spine. I wanted this job with 
the New Worlders because I had a sympathy, a kind of 
entente cordiale empathy with them. If David should 
complain about me to the bossman, the General, he 
might yank me out in favor of another. 

I wanted to stop the New Worlders from pursuing 
their crazy, mad collision course with the Law. I wanted 
to stop them in time. I didn’t want them blowing them- 
selves skyhigh with homemade bombs as allegedly hap- 
pened to Ted Gold and Diana Oughton, to Ralph 
Featherstone and William Payne. 

They had to be made to see sense. 

I thought I could do it. Honestly! But I had to have 
the chance. Somebody else might not have the sympa- 
thetic approach I could bring to the New Worlders. 

T stared down at a frowning David, holding my 
breath. Everything depended on his say-so. If he want- 
ed, he could yank me off the case. 

“No,” he said slowly, “I don’t think so. You're the 
best agent we could put on them, Eve. You think a lot 
the way they do, in everything but their use of violence. 
You're an idealist, in a sense. You want the same just 
world they do.” 

“We all want that world, David. It’s why there’s a 
League of Underground Spies and Terrorists, really. It’s 
just that the militants and we use different methods to 
try and achieve that same goal.” 

David was on one knee in front of me. I was stand- 
ing, letting the shower waters wash the suds and froth 
from my skin. His hand was on the back of my left 
thigh and for some time as we talked, his palm had been 
sliding up and down. Now, the result of his gentle caress 
was becoming all too evident. 

His manhood was asserting itself. 

“Why, David,” I beamed happily. 

__ His tongue ran wetly up my thigh to my groin. His 
nostrils quivered as he sniffed, getting a whiff of my 
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odor da femina. I was nicely soaped, with my usual 
young girl smell. David liked it, he burrowed his face 
against me so that I could feel his warm breath touching 
my mons Veneris, 

Tran my fingers through his wet, tangled hair, He is a 
big Viking of a man, my David, six feet four and with 
the necessary poundage to make him into one gorgeous 
chunk of heavily muscled male. He likes a bed-bout just 
as much as I do, even though I have the Oh Oh Sex 
name to say I’m practically a nymph, which I’m not. 

My feet slipped purposefully apart on the wet tile 
shower floor. David made a faint sound and let his face 
move toward my fluffy blond Venus forest. His tongue- 
tip emerged, slid around a little. It was my turn to make 
a faint sound. I gurgled with delight in my throat. 

Bending at the waist, I slid a hand down to where 
David stood up so proudly, let my fingertips trail along 
his phallatic pride. His big body shuddered. At the same 
time he gripped my buttocks in his huge hands that 
practically covered them completely, and held me help- 
less while he foraged with his lips and tongue at my tail- 
gate trench. My hips shook gently. 

David likes this foreplay, he indulges in it as a hard- 
ened drinker indulges himself by sloshing down scotch 
or rye whatever his particular pet liquor is. He is not 
too inventive—he leaves such details to my fetile mind 
—but he catches on quickly. 

So I straddled his kneeling body and let myself tell 
him in my secret way that I dug what he was doing. I 
couldn’t move too freely, his thickly muscled arms were 
banding my middle and his hands, as I’ve said, had a 
stranglehold on my behind. But I managed to let him 
know that he was getting me ripe for rut. 

I squeezed his dear head between my thighs, 

I wailed softly. 

My wail got shriller and shriller, somewhat scaring | 
me. David was going all out to ring my chimes, and he 
was doing a great job of it, but I still didn’t think I 
would be able to hear those chimes ringing. After a mo- 
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ment, I decided it wasn’t my chimes making all that 
noise. 

“David, the telephone,” I gasped, pushing his head 
away. 

“Screw the telephone,” he mumbled, fighting me, try- 
ing to get back where he loved to browse. 

“That wouldn’t be any fun. Come on, now. Tt may be 
Ronnie Morley. And that’s business.” 

One thing about David Anderjanian. Where L.U.S.T. 
business is concerned, he is an automaton, a regular 
robot. He shuts off everything else but the call to arms. 
As he stood up with regret I saw that a part of him was 
going down. I sighed and patted. 

“Maybe it’s a wrong number,” I commented hopeful- 
ly. 


I ran naked into my blue and white bedroom, 
snatched at the phone. It seems that the Telephone 
Company is always interrupting David and me in our 
pursuit of happiness. It’s like some sort of diabolical 
plan to annoy the hell out of us. We have been inter- 
rupted in the middle of a frolicking foreplay in such far- 
apart places as Miami Beach and London, not to men- 
tion others. We are getting a complex about it. 

“Family?” asked the phone. “Eve?” 

“Ronnie,” I gurgled. “I missed you.” 

“Doll,” he breathed. Then, “It’s all set, Eve. Hank 
and Leila said fine, you’re welcome to join the club. 
You want to meet them, come on down to the Hep Hip- 
pie offices.” 

“Now?” I asked in something like a numb shock. 

“Right on! Us New Worlders never sleep.” 

“You sure don’t. We—ell, all right. I’m on my way.” 

David groaned. I clapped a hand over the phone and 
glared at my big Viking. Ronnie gurgled, “I really am 
looking forward to seeing you, baby.” 

I hung up, looking apologies at David. “It’s a drag, 
David, but I’ve got to go. You know that. It’s what we 
wanted, an in with the militants.” 

“I know, I know,” he said wearily. 
I scampered for my calico bellbottoms and the trans- 
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parent shirt where David had tossed them across a 
chair. I debated whether I ought to pull on a pair of 
panties, but decided against it. There would be no love- 
ins at the Hep Hippie office. Up came my bellbottoms, 
my hips wriggled a little to get them into a snug fit. 

Davie was eyeing my bouncing breasts. “Don’t look, 
darling. It'll only make it worse,” I warned him tender- 
ly. 

“T think I’d better go find a girl.” 

“David—don’t you dare!” 

He smiled weakly. “Okay, okay. A cold shower-and 
then bed. Your bed. If I’m asleep when you get in, wake 
me.” 

“Yes, David.” 

He turned and padded for the door. I slipped arms 
into the shirt, buttoned it, tucked its tails into the tight 
bellbottoms. In this outfit, I could never carry my Bel- 
gian Bulldog revolver on my person, not without its 
being noticed. So I hauled a leather shoulder bag out of 
the closet and dropped my wallet, keys and gun into its 
maw. 

I closed the door softly behind me as I left. 

I traveled by subway. I was supposed to be a girl 
who'd run away from her home in Alstead, New Hamp- 
shire, who’d come to the big city to find excitement. I 
had no job, I was practically penniless. I lived with a 
girl friend in a cold water flat which consisted of one big 
room and a toilet. At least, this was the story I'd told 
Ronnie Morley earlier tonight. I didn’t want to pull up 
in front of the Hep Hippie offices in a taxi. 

There was hardly anybody on the subway, a couple 
of sleepy men and a lone woman who clutched a paper 
shopving bag with both hands as though it contained 
the Kohinoor diamond wrapped up in gold bricks, She 
gave me a suspicious glare and sniffed her disapproval 
of my see-through blouse and no-bra look. One of the 
men got less sleepy as he registered definite approval. 

T got off at Astor Place and walked over toward 
Third Avenue. It was around three in the morning, the 
Streets were almost deserted. I saw a drunk lying in the 
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gutter on his back, mouth open and snoring. A girl 
slouched in a doorway, idly swinging a pocketbook. She 
gave me a cold stare as I went past. 

The Hep Hippie offices were in a small store, former- 
ly owned and run by a shoemaker, to judge by the dusty 
cardboard signs advertising Cat’s paw and O'Sullivan 
heels. There were even a couple of wooden molds; for 
stretching tight shoes, I guess. The windows were so 
dirty I could just about make out the lone electric light 
bulb in the back. 

T tried the knob. The door opened. I got a coffee 
smell, a stink of old leather, an aura of damp disuse. 
Odd. No smell of printer’s ink. 

Ronnie was standing with a coffeepot in hand, turn- 
ing toward the opening door. His face relaxed into a 
smile. He waved the coffeepot around and yelled. “Hi, 
doll, Come on in.” 

He was in the back part of the store, separated from 
the front by a worn counter, where a man and a woman 
relaxed on orange crates for chairs. The man, I noted, 
was about twenty-eight. He had a golden beard and 
mustache and long, untidy hair. It looked as if he hadn’t 
touched a razor or a scissors to his face in ten years. But 
he had friendly blue eyes and a narrow, almost scholar- 
ly face. : 

The woman was something else. She had brown hair 
which fell untended to her waist. She had on a black 
sweater that disclosed the shapes of heavy breasts—she 
was a believer in the no-bra look, too—and a black- 
and-white checkered miniskirt, She had great legs in 
sheer black nylons. 

“Eve, meet Leila Parker and Hank Doolin.” 

“Hi,” I said brightly, dropping my leather shoulder 
bag to the floor beside an empty wooden box, upturned 
so I could read the fact that it once belonged to Bor- 
den’s Milk Company. I sank my rump down on it and 
gave them all a great big smile. 

“I want to thank you so much,” I hurried on breath- 
lessly, reaching up to grasp at Ronnie’s free hand, 
squeezing it. “I think I have something to offer the New 
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Worlders—enthusiasm, belief, hard work—and all I 
want is the chance to show what I can do.” 

I was getting nowhere with Hank Doolin. His blue 
eyes were hard as platinum-plus steel, as cold as glacial 
ice. There was suspicion in them, too. Leila Parker was 
a different set of skates. She was smiling at me in friend- 
ly fashion and scanning my transparent blouse as if 
weighting my knockers; I’d have bet she was wondering 
if they were as big and as firm as the bombs she was 
sporting inside that black sweater. 

“We must be sure of her,” Hank said softly. 

“But of course,” I blurted. “I wouldn’t want to serve 
in any organization that took in just any old body.” 

Hank blinked a little. Leila smiled broadly. 

Hank growled, “We ought to question her.” 

Leila asked in surprise, turning to look at her fellow 
militant, “About what, for heaven’s sake?” 

Hank grinned wolfishly. “About Alstead, New 
Hampshire.” 

It was my turn to look surprised. “Why do you want 
to ask questions about my home town?” 

“To see if you’re making it up, that’s why. You 
see—I happen to come from New Hampshire myself, 
doll. I know Alstead.” He leaned forward and rested an 
elbow on a knee. “I think you’re a fake, chick, that’s 
what I think. You aren’t any more interested in becom- 
ing a New Worlder than I am in joining the Establish- 
ment, like as part of the blue meanies—the cops.” 

My heart was thumping wildly. I didn’t know how he 
could have done it, but Hank Doolin was onto me. He 
knew I wasn’t any dewy-eyed militant female. He felt— 
and rightly so—that I was part of the law and order 
boys who were out to stop him from blowing up the sta- 
tus quo. 

I waited for the explosion. 


89. 


Chapter Three 


Leila Parker sighed and uncrossed her legs. The mini- 
skirt had crept up to the tops of her thighs. I could see 
bare thighflesh and a garter clasp. Very gravely she 
opened her own shoulder bag, took out a pair of owl 
glasses and put them on. They made her look very chic, 
I thought. 

“Hank, you’re impossible.” she stated flatly. Her 
green eyes ran over me, from my toetips to the long 
blond hair that fell over my shoulders and back. “This 
one is no piglet. I’'d swear it.” 

Hank snorted. “I'll soon know. Chick, what’s the 
name of the brook that runs through Alstead?” 

“The Cold River,” I said coolly. “It comes down 
through Vilas Pool and makes its way into the Connec- 
ticut.” 

The blue eyes blinked. “There’s an antique shop 
read 

“The Copper Kettle, right at the bridge. Beyond the 
bridge, to the right, is a stone library that looks out of 
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place. What used to be the Alstead Hotel and is now a 
bunch of apartments, is across the street.” 

“You could have learned all that by paying a visit to 
the place,” Doolin blustered. 

“Oh, for chrissakes,” said Ronnie. 

“Pm with Morley,” nodded Leila, smiling at me. “T 
think you’ve got fuzz on your brain, Hank—any maybe 
in it.” 

“Just a couple more questions, just a couple. T want 
to find out how she stands on a few questions. The Viet 
Nam war, for instance.” 

“Stop it. I think it’s dreadful. Our boys are dying 
over there every day. I’m a firm believer in the slogan, 
make love, not war. And I’ll do anything to prove it.” 

My chin jutted pugnaciously. I had done my home- 
work well, I'd spent three whole days in Alstead, walk- 
ing around the countryside, visiting the library and 
Vilas Pool, talking with the folks here and there, pick- 
ing up tidbits of local history, or learning how they 
lived, what they did for excitement. I even attended one 
of the horse shows they have there from time to time. 

“Would you bomb the Washington Monument?” 

“T would—if I thought it would prove anything. If I 
thought that protest gesture would make our govern- 
ment change its mind about a lot of things.” 

“Suppose they sent you to jail?” 

“So I'd spend time behind bars.” ’ 

“How do you feel about blacks?” 

“They're just like me, with the same loves and hates 
and desires. Well, maybe not the same, but the emo- 
tions are there, just the way I know them. They want 
equality for all of us. So do I. I suppose I can’t feel the 
way they do because I’m white, but I can understand 
and sympathize.” 

Hank sighed and sat back, staring at me. “She’s no 
seventeen years old. She’s older than that.” 

Leila licked her red lips. “I'll examine her, Hank. 
Will you take my word for it, one way or the other?” 

This was when I started to go chicken. I might fool 
Ronnie, but Hank Doolin was older and wiser in the 
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ways of the world than the nineteen-year-old. And Leila 
Parker was a woman. I wouldn’t be able to con her so 
easily, if at all. 

But I stood up bravely. “Come, where can we go? I 
don’t have any proof of age with me, I don’t drive a car. 
But you can look at my body all you want.” 

I stared Leila right in her green eyes. She nodded, 
smiling. “Into the john with you, honey.” 

Tlooked around me stupidly. “Where’s the john?” 

Leila laughed, caught me by the hand, drew me after 
her toward a small wooden door painted a pastel pink. 
it had pictures of flowers all over it. We went into the 
john together and the woman put her handbag down on 
the sink. 

She caught my blouse buttons in her fingers and 
undid them, all the time smiling at me sweetly. “There’s 
nothing to worry about, Hank’s just a kook when it 
comes to the police. He thinks everybody who tries to 
get into the New Worlder’s brass is a spy.” 

“Oh, I don’t want to be part of the brass,” I said, as 
she undid the last button and threw open the blouse 
flaps. I just want to—” 

My voice died as her hot green eyes studied my bare 
breasts. I saw a lesbian lust in her stare and it came to 
me that Leila Parker might want a friendly female in 
the hard core group to which she belonged. I stared 
down at my boobs, seeing the brown nipples stiffly jut- 
ting and the rounded shapes of smooth white skin 
thrusting from my chest. 

“They’re lovely, lovely,” breathed Leila. 

Her hands came up to slide under my breasts, cup- 
ping them gently in her smooth palms. She shook them, 
making them wobble. Her gentle fingertips went all over 
them, gently caressing, then her thumbs were rubbing 
my rigid nipples, bending them out of shape and letting 
them bounce back. 

“Beautiful,” she whispered. 

She was getting to me. I can turn it on with women, I 
am bisexual in nature, it’s my bag. I have made love to 
girls and women in places like Marrakesh and London, 
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Tel Aviv and Helsinki among others, in my amorous 
adventures while working as a L-U.S.T. lady. 

T told you my nickname is Oh Oh Sex! 

My hands went to the hem of her black sweater, 
tugged. “Let me see yours,” I pleaded. She shook her 
head, making my plea a no-no. < 

She bent, her tongue came out and flicked across my 
nipples. I moaned, I couldn’t help it. Very slowly her 
moist mouth opened, slid forward over my breast tip. 
My body shuddered with pleasure. Her wet warm 
mouth and active tongue were getting to me, rousing all 
my libidinal instincts that had been quiescent since 
David Anderjanian and I had been in the shower. 

My mind told me that I had an ally in Leila Parker. 
This was the way she was testing me. The hell with 
whether I came from Alstead or how I felt about the 
Viet Nam war and pigs and race issues. Could I take 
her caresses and enjoy them? This was what she wanted 
to know. 

There was agony and frustration in her green eyes 
when she took her lips away from my breasts. She 
nodded at me and her red lips worked for several sec- 
onds before she could make them say words. 

“You may be seventeen, though I doubt it. But it re- 
ally doesn’t matter, does it?” The green eyes asked me a 
question. Numbly, I shook my head, telling myself to 
watch out for this one: Her passions formed a hand that 
made her dance like a puppet on the end of a string. 

“Cover yourself now,” she breathed. 

J tucked the blouse into my calico bellbottoms, did 
up the buttons, looking at her all the time. Her nipples 
were thrusting their points into the thin black sweater 
she was wearing. From my blouse buttons to her breast 
buttons was a matter of a few inches. I made the move 
with my hands. 

She sucked in air as I rotated her long nipples lazily 
between my fingers. I said softly, “I know lots of ways 
to please a girl. I had a teacher once who indoc- 
trinated me.” My words trailed off, but from the way 
her green eyes sparkled, I knew I'd hit the target. When 
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I let my hands fall, I knew Leila Parker was sold on my 
qualifications. 

We went into the other room, where Leila said 
brightly, “She isn’t much older than seventeen going on 
eighteen, Hank.” 

“Okay,” said Hank Doolin. “Okay, then. She’s one of 
us.” 

Tran to Ronnie Morley, threw my arms around him, 
gave him a great big kiss. I turned toward the other two, 
bouncing up and down on my toes and doing a kind of 
crazy dance step, clapping my palms together. I even 
wept three or four tears of make-believe happiness. 

“Oh, I’m so glad, so glad!” I caroled, 

Even Hank smiled faintly at my quite obvious de- 
light. With just a touch of his normal gruffness, he said, 
“Okay already, Eve. Now calm down. We have work 
to do.” 

He leaned forward in the chair as I sat down on the 
milk box. There was an air of quiet determination about 
him, as if there might be steel somewhere in his make- 
up; he was the most dangerous one of the three of them, 
I told myself. 

“We march on Washington two days from now. All 
the subcommittees have been set up. We've passed out 
our literature, warning everybody not to do anything 
violent, not to raz the fuzz or throw rocks, nothing like 
that. 

“We don’t want any trouble on the march.” 

Surprise was an empty feeling inside me, Had I gone 
through everything tonight for a big fat zero on my 
scorecard? Unless the L.U.S.T. brains were all wrong, 
the New Worlders were just the opposite of what Hank 
Doolin made them out to be. 

Then Hank said, “For public consumption, that is. 

“The main idea of the march is that it’s going to let 
us get our bombs and our bomb men into position with- 
out rousing any suspicions. We aren’t even going to take 
credit for the bombings—until after the march is histo- 
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them where it hurts. Sure, sure, we’re going to start a 
big outcry, maybe even a wail of horror all across the 
land, but that’s our goal.” 

Hank Doolin grinned. “We're going to make what 
happened at the University of Wisconsin look like a 
firecracker going off.” 

My blood chilled. The bombing of the math building 
at Wisconsin and the death of one of the physicists, the 
destruction of a half-million dollar computer together 
with much of the research data for a couple dozen doc- 
torate degrees, was sharp in my mind. It was to stop 
such killings and such wanton destruction of property 
that I was sitting here on the milk box which was put- 
ting dents in my backside. 

The blue eyes fastened on mine. “We are going to 
blow up the Vice President!” 

My heart damn near stopped, but I made myself go 
on smiling, and I even nodded my head a.couple of 
times. I said, “He’s a symbol of the other side. He is the 
Establishment, the enemy.” 

A new respect came into Hank’s long face. “You can 
think, girl. And you're right. He is the repressive tactics 
of the system, in person, He’s made speeches, he’s 
sounded off. He shall be silenced.” There was a maniac 
glare in the blue eyes. 

I had to go along with them, it was my job. But 
inside I was writhing. I wanted to point out that 
what happened at Kent State might only be a part 
of what was to come, that if they continued on this col- 
lision course they had set for themselves, they would 
turn the Establishment into a police state. 

Nobody wanted that, but it would happen. 

I could not argue, I had to put the light of a fanatic in 
my eyes, and nod my head and squeeze my knees to- 
gether and make fists of my hands as if his talk was giv- 
ing me an erotic thrill. 

“Go on, please!” I begged. 

He preened a little, smiling faintly. I guess he thought 
my eyeballs were flashing sparks in admiration for him. 
If he did, swell. I wanted to get Hank Doolin on my 
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side, just as I already had Ronnie Morley and Leila 
Parker. 

“I said before that it was going to be a peaceful 
march. Well, that’s truae—if nobody gets in our way. 
We've got over a hundred fellows who are going to be 
armed, who will act as our storm troopers the way Hit- 
ler used his SS boys. If the pigs try to stop us, there’ll be 
a gun battle.” 

God! He said it so easily, with that smirk on his face, 
There would be dead bystanders, too, not just police 
and revolutionaries. Innocent people would be slain 
when bullets started flying. What was it the young mili- 
tants claimed? A few people must die so the others 
would clamor for change in our national way of life. 

“Wonderful,” I lied, squeezing myself. 

“Some of us will create a diversion when the Vice 
President is speaking. They'll holler and struggle with 
the pigs, and shout and scream. Meantime, the real 
trouble will begin when the ones with the bombs get 
within throwing distance of the speakers’ podium. 

“The bombs will go off, there won’t be any more 
Vice President. 

“And that’s just the start.” 

I swallowed. “Won't they take away your marching 
rights? I mean, they'll have out the National Guard to 
protect the President himself. You are going on into 
Washington, aren’t you?” 

“Sure we are, chick. We aren’t stupid, we know how 
the system will react. But we’re ready for it. The mar- 
chers are innocent of any thought of violence, re- 
member? They've all sworn to be peaceful. 

“So when the fuzz claims the marchers killed the 
.Vice President, the thousands of kids who are marching 
are going to raise one huge howl. They'll claim we 
didn’t do it, that somebody else was taking advantage of 
our presence to get us blamed. The TV cameras and re- 
porters will get it all down and have personal interviews 
with different people on the march. But— 

“They're all lilywhite, see? They don’t know a thing. 
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They'll blame the pigs and the government, saying 
they’re using the marchers as scapegoats.” 

T enthused. “Oh, Hank—it’s perfect!” 

“Tt took a bit of thinking to set it up that way. I had 
to handpick the storm troopers to make sure we got the 
right amount of dedication. Each one of them knows he 
may be killed in the fight. He’s accepted that, it’s his no- 
tion of sacrifice for the cause.” 

“What about in Washington? What’ve you got 
planned for that?” 

“Hey, not so fast. We do one thing at a time. Besides, 
my plans for Washington are sort of fluid. They can be 
changed any number of ways. It’s in a state of flux.” 

T beamed on all three of them. Ronnie Morley had 
been almost as silent as the grave ever since ’'d come 
into the place, now he stirred and chuckled. 

“We're making bombs right now, not very far away. 
Dynamite bombs, plastic bombs, like the kind they 
used at Wisconsin. Strong enough to blow up a city 
block, some of them. Which we'll do if we have to.” 

Leila nodded. “We must make them realize the 
young people will not stand for Viet Nam. They will not 
stand for napalm bombs and the munitions of war. Man 
was born to love, not to hate and kill. This is the doc- 
trine of all religions. Why don’t the ones in power un- 
derstand that?” 

I said, “Gee, I don’t know. It makes sense.” 

Leila smiled gently at me. “We must make the Estab- 
lishment understand that we can live at peace with all 
our neighbors on Earth. We must scrap all the war 
weapons, destroy all the laboratories that are doing re- 
search in war weapons and such, devote ourselves to 
spreading a peace gospel.” 

“Tt sounds great,” I nodded. 

“And that’s why we’re going to march on Washing- 
ton, why we're going to bomb the Vice President and 
certain others—and places sacred to this country too, I 
oid add—to make them all understand what must be 

lone.” 

“Tm not arguing. But how can I help?” 
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Leila fumbled in her big leather handbag. “I have 
typewritten rules of procedure for the march, I'll give 
you a copy, let you read them over so you'll know how 
the march is going to progress. We start at Columbus 
Circle and march north along Central Park West and 
the George Washington Bridge. We are going to be 
models of good behavior. We want to be known as the 
most orderly march on record. 

“We want to disassociate ourselves from violence— 
until after the event. Then we can give it out the way 
the New Year’s Gang admitted bombing the math 
building at Wisconsin, that we killed the Vice President 
and committed other violent acts. They have the credit, 
so shall we. But not until after we’ve made our hit.” 

“You have it all thought out.” 

Hank grinned at me. “We've spent a lot of time on 
this. It’s going to be the biggest blast ever. We hit here, 
we hit there, under cover of the march—which will be 
getting raves because it’s so orderly, mind—and nobody 
suspects a thing, 

“We're even going to come out and denounce these 
acts. This will add to our protest-march image. We’ll 
even offer to assist the police—we don’t call them pigs 
to their faces during these times, you understand—in 
rounding up the culprits, 

“Our offer will be declined, I’m sure.” 

He sat there with a big fat grin on his face and his 
blue eyes challenged me to find fault. I sat there too, 
and beamed like an idiot at him, letting admiration and 
awe hop around in my eyeballs. It satisfied him, because 
he preened and made himself look even more impor- 
tant. 

I looked at Leila. “How much will I need in the line 
of clothes and such? I mean, I’ve got a beat-up old 
knapsack that belonged to my brother. I can put stuff in 
that.” 

“Some extra panties,” the woman said, and eyeing 
my jutting mammaries added, “no bra, since you look 
perfect in that no-bra look. A toothbrush, a canteen for 
water if you have one, an extra shirt or two. Old 
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clothes, for the most part. You’re going to get disgus- 
tingly filthy.” 

T nodded happily, making like a martyr. 

“Then I'll go home to collect them, so I can be on 
hand for the march. It is tomorrow morning, isn’t it? At 
nine in Columbus Circle and adjacent streets?” “Hey, 
babe, no need to go yet. Stick around,” Ronnie said, 
putting a hand on my thigh and running it around. “We 
can ball for a while.” 

“The girl does need a little sleep, Ronnie,” said 
Leila sharply. A little too sharply, I thought. Being a 
woman I could detect overtones of female jealousy. 

Ronnie didn’t notice a thing. The one lone electric 
light struck highlights in his long brown hair and fluffy 
beard as he nodded slowly. “Yeah, you're right, Leila. 
A few hours in the sack will do us all good.” His hand 
slapped my bottom as I stood up. 

T gave him an adoring smile. They must think I'm 
nuts, I told myself, the way I smile and smile at them 
and nod my head no matter what they say. I haven’t 
said one single intelligent thing since I came in that 
door. I suppose this is the way they like their young fol- 
lowers to be, mindless, happy, always smiling. 

So I stooped and gave him a great big kiss, lips open 
and tonguetip darting. He hugged me, hand patting my 
rump. I wondered what Leila Parker was thinking as 
she saw that hand getting increasingly intimate. When 
he let me go I straightened up and looked at her. 

Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes very bright. She 
was staring fixedly at the far wall, but I'd bet dollars to 
peanuts she had watched that hand closely all the time 
it had been petting and feeling my behind. I stepped 
forward, held out my hand to Hank. 

Hank and I shook hands gravely. 

Leila was hardly breathing, It was her turn. A little 
voice in the back of my head told me to start the trouble 
right here and now. I bent to kiss her cheek. 

As she turned her head, I moved my own head slight- 
ly and put my slightly open mouth over her rich, full 
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lips. Her lips drew back slightly and I ran my tongue 
between them so my tonguetip could tickle hers. 

She didn’t gasp—my tongue was stoppering her 
mouth—but she stiffened slightly, then relaxed. She 
gave a little chuckle and her hand slid over my trans- 
parent blouse to give my right breast a little gentle 
Squeeze. Neither Hank nor Ronnie could see this, my 
bod hid her hand and arm. She must have tabbed me as 
a Little Miss Hotpants. 

Maybe I could build some jealousy between 
Ronnie and Leila. 

It was an idea worth thinking about. 

Ronnie walked me to the door. He brought me up 
against his front where I wedged my loins until I felt 
him respond. His kiss was hungry, avid. He would have 
dreams about me tonight. I had Ronnie Morley about 
where I wanted him, dependent for his fun on Eve 
Drum. 

Tt was dawn as I walked to the subway station. I 
would get no sleep this night. About three hours from 
now I had to be in Columbia Circle, eager-eyed and 
bushy-tailed, hopping around with readiness for a walk 
to Washington. It was too much. I told myself I’ll never 
make it. 

David Anderjanian was snoring when I tiptoed into 
my apartment. I grabbed an old knapsack out of a 
closet—it was part of the L.U.S.T. cover for my role as 
a militant radical—and stuffed a pair of black panties 
into it, a red cache-sexe, a couple of shirts and other 
odds and ends. 

Then I set the alarm and fell onto the bed. 

David woke me, shaking me. 

“Hey, it’s half past eight, and your alarm just went 
off. Is it important that you get up?” 

My eyes were caked with sleep. I rubbed them, mut- 
tering, “Is it ever! The march starts at nine. I’ve got to 
be there.” 

David whooped and lunged out of bed. Naked, he 
ran for my little kitchen where I heard him rattling pots. 
I staggered from the blankets, still in my blouse and 
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calico bellbottoms, and splashed cold water on my face. 
I stared at that face in the bathroom mirror. 

I looked like an old hag. My groans brought David 
on the gallop. “I'm ancient,” I wailed. “Look at me. 
How can I ever pass for seventeen?” 

He laughed and bent to run his palm along the floor. 
He smeared my face with some dust and dirt. I looked 
grimy as all hell, unwashed for a month, but I did look 
younger. The glop covered the faint rings under my 
eyes, instead of the exhausted look, I had the unclean 
look. 

“Now you'll be like about eighty percent of those 
marching youngsters,” he crowed. David is a cynic, with 
no sympathy at all for the young revolutionaries. 
“You're perfect for the part.” 

He brought me two of those Carnation Instant 
Breakfasts, I gulped them down, then drank a cup of 
black coffee. David kissed me on the forehead just be- 
fore he shoved me out the door and told me to hurry. 

“What are you going to do?” I wailed, feeling aban- 
doned as I stood there in the hallway. 

“Me? I’m going back to bed. Bye now.” 

He closed the door before I could hit him, the cow- 
ard. 

I thought about David Anderjanian and his meaness 
all the way across town in the taxi I managed with great 
good luck to flag. Life was very unjust, I assured myself. 
It should be big strong David sitting here on his way to 
a hundred and thiity mile walk. Instead, frail little me 
was the put-upon one. 

The taxi let me out two blocks from Columbus Cir- 
cle. I didn’t want anybody like Hank Doolin or Leila 
Parker to see me making like a member of the Estab- 
lishment. I trudged along 59th street in a pall of self- 
pity. 
The low hum of thousands of voices alerted me to the 
fact that the protest march to make a new world out of 
the New World was going to be a rousing success. 
There were college students and high school dropouts, 
blacks and whites, in fringed jackets and dirty sweat- 
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shirts, in lovebeads and headbands, with and without 
glasses, making up one big mob scene. 

The police were here, neat and trim in their uni- 
forms, their faces dark with controlled disgust and 
anger. Their eyes told anyone who cared to look just 
what they thought of these bearded youths and bras- 
siereless girls, I stepped lightly around a big motorcycle 
cop in a white helmet and advanced on the crowd. 

I hunted for Ronnie Morley, moving between elbows 
and hips, smelling the unwashed flesh that made me feel 
right at home with my dirty face. Here and there I 
caught snatches of conversation. 

“.... behave like little prisses. Makes me sick.” 

“Tt’s part of the plan, man.” 

“.... stopover at Rahway tonight and...” 

Ronnie was up front with Hank and Leila. They 
hadn’t changed their clothes. I don’t think they'd slept 
at all. Hank and Ronnie bore knapsacks much like mine 
on their backs; Leila just had her big shoulder bag. I si- 
dled up to them, slipped an arm about Ronnie’s lean 
waist and shot a smile at Leila. 

“Tm reporting for duty,” I said. 

“You'll stay with me,” Ronnie muttered, then went 
on talking to the others. “The chick and I'll stop and 
make a detour to that house in Secaucus to get what we 
need. We won’t be long. We'll rejoin you in hardly any 
time at all.” 

Hank nodded. “Sounds: good. You'll need both of 
you to carry the stuff.” 

My eyes touched their faces. They looked just as an- 
cient as I had in front of my bathroom mirror. I re- 
minded myself that Hank and Leila were both older 
than I, in all probability. Only Ronnie was younger. His 
face didn’t look quite so haggard. The really young have 
great recuperative powers, I told myself glumly. 

The march started right on time, 

The cops stood there and watched us grimly. At the 
first hint of a bad scene, they would have charged in, I 
think. But nobody so much as gave the fuzz a dirty 
look. We started out quietly, Hank and Leila up front 
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and walking like any pedestrian might, the rest of us 
straggling along behind. There was to be no singing, no 
showing of placards in New York City. It had too big a 
police force. 

Up Central Patk West and along West 116th Street 
past Columbia university, to Broadway. Up Broadway 
to 179th Street, then on to the bridge. 

We walked sedately, in that manner in which pedes- 
trians moving always in the same direction are wont to 
walk, patterning themselves so that each walker can see 
past the shoulder of the man or woman directly in front. 
It is observable behavior; it has been checked and test- 
ed by psychologists. 

The motorists crossing the George Washington 
Bridge were not as patient as the police. Horns honked 
and blared, irate voices rose like a chorus of an off- 
Broadway show. Z 

“Get the hell outta the way!” 

“Protestors are shit!” 

“Oughta be in jail!” 

“Whyn’t you kids go home?” 

“Think they can do anything and get away with it.” 

The voices of the silent majority? 

Ronnie walked along serenely indifferent to the heck- 
ling and the catcalls. There was an aura about him, the 
kind of aura a saint in bygone times might have had. He 
believed in what he was doing, he was convinced in his 
heart and mind that there was no othér way to get what 
he wanted done in this country. 

In a way it scared me witless. 

It is hard to buck such fanaticism. 

But I was going.to try. 

We moved through New Jersey along a road framed 
by the red clay of these meadows, walking through a 
stink of fumes and industrial wastes and byproducts. It 
is unfortunate for New Jersey’s image that these smells 
linger in the air so close to New York City. I am sure it 
gives New Yorkers the idea that New Jersey is one big 
smell. It does me, at any rate. 

“More pollution,” muttered Ronnie, snorting. 


54 


“Tt’s pretty bad,” I admitted. 

“Something else we’ve got to do, get rid of that sort 
of thing. Makes me want to puke. The rest of New Jer- 
sey is great, fine clean air. But right along this stretch— 
eeeecccch! It ought to be stopped.” 

“T was reading that Rotterdam has a new system of 
pollution alarms,” I told him. “And Rotterdam is one 
big mass of petrochemical plants, too. But they’ve in- 
stalled a fully automated system of thirty-one ‘air snif- 
fers’ that will detect sulfur dioxide in the air. The snif- 
fers send a signal to an electronic map that lights up at 
the danger points.” 

Ronnie’s face was aglow with delight. “Yeah? Jeez, I 
didn’t know that. How come you do, Eve?” 

“T read the papers, the magazines.” 

“TI ought to do more of that, I could learn a lot 
more.” 

“Why'd you drop out of college, Ronnie?” 

“Ah, what was I learning? Stuff that has no relation 
to life today. What happened in the past, what good is 
that? Chemistry and how to make bombs—well, I guess 
I could use that, after all. I could be one of the bomb 
squad. But the other stuff—literature, good books, who 
needs it?” 

I tried to argue with him, to tell him that people learn 
from their mistakes, or from the mistakes of others, and 
that was why we study history. I explained that man 
needed culture as well as food and shelter, that the ex- 
changing of great ideas and thoughts, the sharing in the 
imaginations of great fiction writers was an integral part 
of living. 

He refused to listen. He would just put his arm 
around me and give me a shake, telling me not to de- 
lude my brain with such crap. 

We trudged along the road. We did not have a license 
to walk the Jersey Turnpike, so we went by the back 
roads, through grassy hills and into little towns with 
white houses neat and homey behind rail fences or set 
against a backdrop of big trees. It was a part of Ameri- 
ca, this small-townness, just as much as part of it as 
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these protest marchers. I wondered how many hostile 
eyes might be watching from behind the lace curtains of 
those houses. 

When I mentioned this to Ronnie, he waved a casual 
hand. “The silent majority, that’s who they are. We’re 
going to shake them out of their calm, quiet lives.” 

“You talk as if they’re an enemy.” 

“They are, them and the world they built.” 

“Could you have done better, Ronnie?” 

He turned his head and gave me an odd look. “Hey, 
babe, you welching on us? You're talking some funny 
words, there.” 

I poked him in the ribs. “Just thinking, Ronnie.” 

“Those are bad thoughts. Make you seem like the 
enemy yourself. Don’t you let Hank hear you rap like 
that.” 

We trudged on. In silence. 

When we came to Route 3 Ronnie and I headed east 
toward Secaucus. The rest of the marchers went south 
toward Newark. 
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Chapter Four 


The day was hot; the sun was a hand that kept push- 
ing me into the ground. A trickle of sweat had started 
between my shoulderblades and was easing its way 
slowly down my spine. My mouth was so dry I had dif- 
ficulty swallowing. I hadn’t put a canteen in my knap- 
sack because I didn’t own one. : 

Ronnie walked on, indifferent to externals, 

I began to hate him. i 

“Hey,” I said weakly, after we'd crossed the Hacken- 
sack River, “don’t you ever get tired?” 

He gave me a great big grin and said, “I thought 
you'd never ask. I really am kinda bushed, at that. I fig- 
ured we’d grab a hot dog or something and a nice cool 
drink somewhere up ahead.” 

My mouth drooled. “I’m for that.” 

Ronnie looked worried. “The only thing is, I’ve got 
forty-eight cents. Not for both of us.” 

“Oh, I have money,” I said casually. When his eye- 
brows arched, I added lightly, “I raided my roommate’s 
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purse. She’s part of the system, she has a good job, she 
makes nice bread. I figured this would be her contribu- 
tion to the protest effort.” 

Why should I say I had L.U.S.T. funds on me? 

We found a diner and walked in, getting some nasty 
looks from the truck drivers and other Establishment 
figures crowding the tables and the counter. In his 
fringed shirt and my transparent blouse and bellbot- 
toms, we were like beings from another world. We bel- 
lied up to the counter where a couple of empty stools 
invited our behinds. 

The short order cook paid us no never-mind. I had 
an answer for that. I put my shoulders back and my 
arms down by my sides, which tightened to the material 
of the see-through blouse so my breasts were clearly 
visible, my brown nipples poking up boldly. 

A couple of the truck drivers nudged each other. The 
man behind the counter looked at me. At my boobs, to 
be more precise. Grudgingly he came over, his eyes 
never rising above my chest. 

“Yeah? Whatta ya want?” 

“A toasted cheese sandwich, please.” 

The eyes never moved but the voice went to Ronnie. 

“One American burned,” he yelled. 

“What about you, mac?” 

“Wheat cakes with butter and syrup.” 

“Stack of wheats with slick and grease!” 

The sandwich came with the flapjacks in about five 
minutes. Phad relaxed my arms and shoulders by this 
time, and my breasts were more or less concealed, but a 
lot of the boys continued to stare hopefully. 

We ate in a sea of stares. 

When we were outside the diner, Ronnie said disgus- 
tedly, “Sex maniacs, that’s what they are. I oughta 
poked a couple of them.” 

“They were only being human.” 

He snarled bitterly. “You had to show your tits off, 
didn’t you?” 

“If we wanted to get waited on, I did. Yes.” 

“Td have starved first.” 
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“Oh, Ronnie. You're only saying that because you’ve 
got a full belly. Stop being so idealistic.” 

He stared at me with his deep brown eyes. “Girl, 
you’re changing on me and I don’t like it.” 

I hugged his arm, laughing up at him. “You're just 
jealous, Ronnie. You’re mad because those bruisers saw 
my boobs. Now admit it.” 

“Sure I’m jealous,” he mutered sulkily. 

I was glad to know that. It would make my task easi- 
er when I really got down to the nitty gritty and started 
earning my salary from L.U.S.T.. There is nothing like 
jealousy between the leaders of an organization, even of 
a protest march, to disrupt the smooth flow of the ac- 
tion. 

“You get to play with them,” I reminded him. “You 
get to kiss them. Think how frustrating that must be to 
those guys, knowing that.” 

He nodded his head after a while, He even smiled. 

We walked down a tree-lined street between houses 
set back from the road. This was middle-class America 
all around us, the snug little homes of drug store clerks, 
carpenters, house painters, mechanics. They were neat- 
ly kept, the grass was cut and the bushes trimmed. 

“You sure you know where you're going?” I asked 
after a time. 

“Sure do. A nice little house owned by a man in the 
insurance business. His daughter has a room in the:cel- 
lar which she and her friends have fixed up. Her father 
never goes down there, it’s out of bounds and off limits 
for him. The girls wander around in their panties, that 
sort of thing, on these hot days.” 

“What about her mother?” 

“The mother is dead.” 

The house at the end of the street had gingerbread 
scrollwork all over its big veranda. Tall windows reach- 2 
ing from the porch floor almost to the ceiling were like 
astonished eyes staring at us as we came up the wooden 
steps. Ronnie rang the bell and we waited. I saw a part 
of the lace curtain flutter as if someone were peeking 
out at us. Then the door opened. 
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“Hi,” said a cheery voice, “come on in.” 

A girl in her late teens was flashing teeth. Her eyes 
were gleeful behind the owl glasses she wore. She had 
on a cotton undershirt under which her smallish breasts 
shook loosely when she moved, and a pair of short 
shorts. Her legs were coltish, but nicely curved. 

We walked in back of her twitching behind down a 
hall, past the staircase to a door that led into the cellar. 
It was cool down there, but the air was murky with a 
grey haze. It took my educated nostrils about half a 
second to discover that the boys and girls were smoking 

t. 

PeeYou want a stick?” the girl asked. 

Ronnie shook his head almost imperceptibly. “ 

“Tm Trixie,” the girl went on, and waved her hand at 
a big black guy with an Afro hairdo, stripped to the 
waist to show a deep chest and well-muscled arms. 
“That’s Dave, he’s just out of the army—the bomb 
squad. He’s our expert. He digs what we’re trying to 
do.” 

His fly was open, I noticed, and there was a fairly 
plump girl. sitting up on the sofa next to him who 
seemed slightly rumpled, as if he’d been getting in a 
feel. Her cheeks were red and her eyes wouldn’t meet 
ours. Dave leaned forward, clicking ashes off his jay as 
he waved a hand and grinned. 

“Job’s done, man. Got twenty of the slickest little 
bombs you ever saw. Blast anything you want blasted. 
All you gotta do is pull a pin and run like hell.” 

His rich laughter rang out, loud in the little room. 

“That’s Mary,” Trixie said, waving at the plump girl. 
“Then there’s Charley over yonder—hey, Charley, 
come up for air.” 

A couple who had been in a clinch moved away from 
each other. The girl was very plain, but she had over- 
tipe breasts and Charley must have been gauging them 
with his fingers because she held her blouse together 
with a hand. The buttons were all undone. 

“The girl with the shy look is Edie,” commented 
Trixie, 
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Ronnie and I said, “Hi.” 

Then Ronnie reached for my knapsack. He put it 
down on the table beside the homemade bombs that lay 
like brown dumplings on a worn tabletop. As he 
reached for two of them, Ronnie looked at Dave. 

“Safe enough to carry these?” 

“Hell, yes, man. Just don’t push the pins.” 

I saw that Dave had put little chunks of wood be- 
tween the pins and the casings. Very safe, as long as the 
wooden chunks didn’t fall out, 

I said, “They don’t seem so safe to me. Suppose I fall 
down and one of those plugs is jarred loose.” 

“You've had it, then,” nodded Dave. 

“Christ,” breathed Ronnie, looking pale. 

Dave said reassuringly, “They’re wedged in, don’t 
you worry about that. I know what I’m doin’ when it 
comes to bombs and girls.” His soft laughter rippled. 
“Maybe I don’t know nothin’ else, but I know about 
them.” 

He put his arm around the plump girl, who flushed. 

“Yeah, well. That’s great,” said Ronnie, lifting one of 
the bombs and testing the wooden plug with a finger. 
The plug was set in place firmly, I could see. It would 
take a bit of an effort to yank it out. “Seems all right.” 

“TI keep thinking about that house on West Eleventh 
Street,” I commented, holding my knapsack open. I was 
also thinking about the weight of those damn bombs. 
Even if Ronnie gave me only six of them to carry, what 
with the hot day and all, it would make walking a bum- 
mer, 

Ronnie put eight bombs into my bag. He fitted them 
in carefully, asking Trixie for some old newspapers and 
tearing them up into confetti to act as padding. By the 
time he was done, Trixie had gone over to sit with 
Charley and Edie. Charley was fussing around with 
Edie, tugging at her open blouse in a playful way as if 
he wanted to let Ronnie and me see what a great guy he 
was with the girls. 

“Go ahead, show ’em,” he kept saying and giggling 
insanely, 
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“Let her alone,” snapped Trixie in a stage whisper. 

They reminded me of Ronnie, Leila and me. I would 
dearly have loved to stay and see what went on in this 
basement pad where the father was forbidden to enter. I 
wondered what he would think if one of those bombs 
had gone off accidentally. 

Ronnie swung my knapsack up on my back. I buck- 
led the straps. Then I fitted his carryall onto his 
shoulders. My legs were rubbery under the weight of 
those bombs and even Ronnie looked a little shook. 

“TI owe you?” he asked Trixie who was looking at 
Edie. 

She shook her head. Charley was sliding his hand up 
under the miniskirt that Edie was wearing. Trixie was 
pulling her blouse open so her two breasts stuck out, the 
nipples raw and red. 

Ronnie sucked in his breath. “Let’s get out of here,” 
he growled harshly. 

Dave laughed softly, with the plump girl half over his 
lap. His black hand was pushing her skirt up, showing 
off her bare buttocks, plump and white. 

“Stay a while, folks. We just about to have some fun.” 

“We got a long walk,” Ronnie said, staring at Mary’s 
bare behind Dave was showing us. Ronnie didn’t sound 
too certain about what he wanted to do, so I poked him 
in the ribs. 

“You stay here, something’ll happen,” I warned him. 

There were dynamite sticks and some plastic explo- 
sive on the table beside a.couple of unused casings. I 
didn’t want any part of a love-in where those things 
might fall off the table and go bouncey bang-bang on 
the floor. 

Ronnie said, “Yeah,” as if he shared my worries. 

We went out into the sunshine. 

Tt was like coming into another world. Ronnie shook 
his head as if to clear it from the acrid pot fumes that 
had been down there in the cellar. He waited for about 
two blocks before he said anything. 

Then: “Crazy goddam idiots,” he snarled. 

“Now, Ronnie. They were just doing their thing.” 
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“But with dynamite and that plastic stuff there? 
Chrissakes! What do they use for brains?” He strode 
on, shaking his head. “Blow themselves up, that’s what 
they'll do. We gotta find somebody else to make the 
bombs, or else get that Dave boy out of there. He’s 
older’n the rest, he ought to have more sense.” 

We walked along Route 130 toward Harrison. 

The bombs felt heavy as lead in my knapsack. I 
asked myself whether it was worth it, the things I had to 
do for L.U.S.T. Ronnie was feeling the extra weight, 
too. He was huffing and panting and the sweat was run- 
ning down his face. 

“T got an idea,” I said. 

“Yeah? What’s that?” 

“Why don’t we cheat a little and bum a ride?” 

Ronnie looked at me soberly, but his eyes were alive 
with laughter. “I knew you were a smart girl, soon as I 
laid eyes on you.” 

All we had to do was wait for the right car. 

So by the time we managed to catch up to the protest 
march stragglers—we cheated by hitching a ride in a 
Volkswagen covered all over with painted flowers and 
driven by a girl wearing dungarees and sweatshirt— 
Ronnie was in a pretty good mood. He explained in the 
car that we were going to stop at an abandoned farm- 
house and barn which had a big meadow adjacent to 
them where tents could be pitched. 

“We get to sleep in the barn,” he promised. 

I eyed him speculatively. “You make it sound like 
fun.” 

“Could be, at that.” 


He knew something I didn’t. I sat and thought about 
it all the way to Irvington which is where we caught the 
marchers. ‘The girl driver practically had tears in her 
eyes when she said good-bye, she wished she could go 
with us. 

“But my father would never allow it, He’d beat the 
skin off my behind if he even knew I wanted to go,” she 
explained tiredly, 
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“You gotta stand on your own feet, Madge,” Ronnie 
told her. 

“He thinks I’m depraved enough with the flowers on 
the car and wearing these clothes. He’d have a hem- 
morrhage if he knew what I’d really like to do.” 

The Volkswagen disappeared down the road. Ronnie 
and I hurried forward toward the head of the marchers. 
Hank Doolin was delighted to see that our knapsacks 
were heavy with the bombs. He even gave me a hug. 

“Stone groove, you two. Great work,” he enthused. 
“Now we're ready to pop corks. Here, give me that 
sack, Eve. You’ve done enough.” 

It felt as if he were taking the world off my shoulders 
when he swung the straps onto his arms. Leila walked 
beside me, smiling quietly as if to secret thoughts. A 
boy with long blond hair worn in a ponytail came run- 
ning to divest Ronnie of his pack. Then we trudged 
along, singing any songs that came into our head. 

We got a lot of mean looks, not just from the occa- 
sional local cop whom we chanced to pass. The men 
and women pausing to lock a car or mow a lawn, glared 
and glowered at us. Nobody said a word, though. I 
guess the size of the march kept their tongues frozen in 
their throats. After all, there were close to fifteen 
hundred of us. 

We behaved ourselves. Nobody wanted the march 
stopped before we’d done what we were setting out to 
do. It was a kind of Crusade, to my way of thinking. 
These were intense, zealous people. They really be- 
lieved in the justice and the efficacy of what they hoped 
to accomplish. 

Dusk found us somewhere between Perth Amboy 
and Freehold, a pretty tired bunch of marchers. Hank 
and Ronnie and Leila had planned the walking well. 
There were captains of groups of twenty, and these cap- 
tains began yelling out their signals to stop and hole up 
for the night. 

Fires were laid and touched with a match. 

Food began to cook. The smells were delicious, drift- 
ing across the Jersey meadows. Hank had a dozen thick 
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steaks, some rolls and coffee. I went to help him with 
his tasks. 

“Hey, girl, can you cook?” he asked whimsically. 

“Like the Galloping Gourmet.” 

“Don’t know him, but I'll take your word.” 

We were standing to one side of an old barn in which 
flickering lights were moving this way and that pnd fi- 
nally coming to rest. Hank noticed my interest and 
chuckled, letting his eyes run up and down my bod. 

“We get to sleep in there by special arrangement of 
the owner, If it rains, it won’t bother us.” 

The first hint I got of what was coming was when 
Leila began unbuttoning her black sweater. Her breasts 
hung big and white just inside the open sweater flaps. I 
could see the valley between them and their smooth, 
bulging inner slopes. Her eyes shone down across the 
cooking fires at me. 

My own nipples started to rise, 

“Those steaks are nearly done,” she* murmured, 
crouching down and leaning forward. The sweater 
opened a little more, showing me those big knockers of 
hers. Maybe it was going to be a good rtight, after all, 
inside that barn. I let her see my interest in her expo- 
sure, licking my lips slowly while staring straight at her 
half-hidden brown nipples. 

“Don’t burn them,” I whispeted as she bent over still 
closer to the flames. “Those things don’t need cooking 
to be appetizing.” 

Her eyes glowered redly and she smiled faintly. 

“T'll see you inside, I hope,” she breathed back. 

“Td like that,” I nodded. 

Ronnie came up then and stood looking at the 
breasts which Leila was showing me. A sidewise glance 
of my eyes ranked his loins, saw that he was taking a 
bodily interest in what he was seeing. Nobody had to hit 
me over the head with a horse and buggy. I knew damn 
well what was going to happen in the barn when the 
lights went out. Or maybe they’d keep the lights on. 

The steaks were delicious, if I do say so. Medium 
rare on the inside, lightly charred for taste on the out- 
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side. The dozen or so boys and girls who feasted on 
them raved, 

Somebody had a couple of bottles of wine that went 
the rounds, Nobody bothered about paper cups or pos- 
sible contamination. We put the bottlenecks to our lips, 
tilted the bottles and drank deep. 

While the eating and drinking was going on, some of 
the kids were snuggling closer and doing their things. I 
saw a girl slide her hand into her boy friend’s open fly 
and watched her fingers move, pressing against the blue 
denim. I noted a boy with his back half turned to me as 
his hand was lost somewhere under the miniskirt of the 
little redhead he was teasing. She was sitting up with her 
head thrown back, hips gently lurching, teeth sunk into 
her lip. 

Td heard stories about these protest marches. 

Now I was going to see for myself. 

A lush brunette got to her feet, lazily writhing—it 
couldn’t be called dancing—to the swinging beat of the 
Fifth Dimension coming over a transistor radio. She 
was undoing her belt, letting her bellbottoms slide 
downward. 

She turned, still writhing, showing us all her bare be- 
hind. It was a pretty backside, soft and white and gently 
shaking. A boy to one side of her moaned. 

Hank gruffly, but with the hint of rising passion in 
his voice, “Better get inside, Dotty. We’re too close to 
the road for much of that.” 

She nodded dreamily, pulled up her pants. Her boy 
friend made it to his feet and hooked an arm about her 
middle. He brought her with him to the barn. His rising . 
was like a signal to the rest of us. We all got up and 
started after them. 

Ronnie was beside me, his hand sliding over the 
plump shapes of my buttocks. The brunette had put us 
all in a mood for le fessier. Even Hank Doolin was 
holding Leila by her cheeks as he sort of pushed her 
ahead of him toward the open barn door. 

In all, about three hundred of us crowded into that 
barn. Naturally, there was little room to move around 


66 


without touching somebody real close to you. Well, this 
was the general idea. 

We just stood there, front to belly and back to back- 
side, like people in an overcrowded subway train. It was 
a great scene for frottage, which is where you rub bel- 
lies and genitals or crowd against an attractive backside 
for sexual pleasure. There were a couple of radios in- 
side the barn, all tuned in to one station. 

This was only the warm-up session. 7 

Ronnie was slammed into my buttocks and moving 
gently, stimulating his hormones, I could feel his ex- 
tended male strength, its hardness, even while I found 
myself face to face with a pretty blond girl whose eyes 
were closed and whose lips were open while a thin 
youth did much of the same thing to her. 

To my right, a boy was hugging his rather plump girl 
and nuzzling into her open blouse for one of a pair of 
ripe mammary melons. He kept losing his balance and 
falling against Ronnie and. me. There was somebody or 
other on my left hand, too. I was completely surround- 
ed by couples hung up on sex. 

Which was fine by me. Remember my nickname? 
The blond girl right in front of me was cute, her shirt 
was unbuttoned down to its fourth button so that when 
I glanced downward I could see pallid, blue-veined 
mounds tipped with red nipples gently swaying. The 
nipples were surprisingly long for the size of her breasts. 

I let my hands slide to the opening of her shirt and 
moved my fingertips across her firming breasts. Her 
eyes came open suddenly and she looked deep into 
mine. 

“Mmmmmm,” she nodded, nibbling at her lip. 

Glancing past her at her youthful boy friend, I real- 
ized he could have been no more than sixteen. His face 
was baby smooth, not the slightest sign of hair on it. I 
doubted that he knew a girl had to have some pleasure, 
too, A young male thinks only of his own gratification, 
unless he has been taught. 

So when my forefingers and thumbs gripped those 
unusually long red nipples and started twirling them, 
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the blond girl began to shake. Her mouth came open, 
tears welled up and oozed from her closed eyes. The 
boy thought her activity was a result of his own; she and 
I would let the kid go on thinking that, while we both 
enjoyed what I was doing. 

The blond leaned toward me, mouth wet and open. 

I kissed her deep, catching her breasts in my hands 
and shaking them up and down. Ronnie saw what we 
were doing; all he had to do was look over my shoulder. 
I guess the sight of me playing with her boobs really got 
to him because he started huffing and puffing and his 
excitement got even more so. 

Things were on the same plane all around us. I could 
see one youth kneeling, his head under the miniskirt of 
his companion, foraging up and down her soft thighs 
with his lips. She had her hands dug deep into his long 
hair, keeping him right where he was. Leila was with 
Hank, off to one side, not far from a radio. She had her 
black skirt up to her naked hips, I could see the shake 
and jiggle of her soft white buttocks, and she was hang- 
ing onto Hank’s belt in back. 

She was doing more than that, she was holding his 
pants up. He had pushed them down—from what I 
could see now, I realized he was wearing no shorts— 
and had begun doing what the rest of us were only pre- 
tending. I gathered that Hank Doolin was an impatient 
man and something of an egotist. The rules were for 
others, he made his own. 

I filed the info away in my memory bank. 

There wasn’t too much time to do that, though. The 
blond girl was whimpering, shuddering in her climactic 
spasms. Little broken cries came from her open mouth 
as she pulled away from me. Behind her the boy friend 
was jerking and shaking as if with the ague. 

Slowly they sank down out of sight on the floor. 

Others were disappearing from view, too. The boy 
who had been nibbling his girl friend’s breasts was now 
down there underfoot, beside her. 

Only occasionally, I saw as I stared around me, was 
anyone standing up. Ronnie and I, of course, and Hank 
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and Leila, but most of the others were long gone, sunk- 
en onto the bare wooden barn floor. 

So I glanced downward. ‘. 

I have been a participant in group gropes, before. 
They are very much the thing in our swinging society, 
among the young people and the ‘in’ crowd. 

The group grope is also known as the ‘orgy’ and as 
‘party swapping.’ Well, it’s more orgy than swap, be- 
cause everybody participates in it at the same time, and 
the swap is a universal thing, you swap your body for all 
of theirs, not just for one man or woman. The unwritten 
tules usually say that you all lie down without any 
clothes on and begin doing whatever you like best, just 
so long as there is no sadism involved, and some 
groupers even dig that. There is a variety—which we 
were playing in the barn—that says you lie down with 
clothes but they come off. 

One boy was undoing the buttons on a blouse of a 
girl not his own. Her boy friend was yanking at the bell- 
bottoms of still another girl, baring her white hips. I 
could make out boys working on girls, getting them free 
of panties and bras—though not very many of them 
were wearing these—and girls pulling down pants or 
yanking off sweaters. 

Breasts bobbled into the candlelight. Furred loins 
rose up so that garments might be the more easily shed. 
A girl giggled hysterically, somewhere. I heard the slap 
of hands on bare buttocks, the moans and groans of 
those already denuded. 

Psychologists have told me that these group gropes 
and other such orgasmal preoccupations are a sign of 
protest against the Establishment. These young people 
at my feet were displaying their disdain for the mores 
and morals of their parents. In their youthful eyes, the 
society that indulged in alcohol and in wife-swapping or 
mistress-keeping, in bedding secretaries and in seducing 
delivery boys in suburban homes, yet mouthed plati- 
tudes of chastity and continence, were bad-ass people. 

A boy not far away began shuddering wildly as his 
girl, with long black hair, bent worshipfully above his 
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loins, I could not see her face nor her lips, but I knew 
damn well what she was doing to him. And he was en- 
joying it to no end. I didn’t blame him nor her, nor even 
what they stood for. All I was concerned about was the 
violence they also preached—and practiced. 

Nobody ever hurt anybody by loving them. 

Bombing was another dish of prunes. 

Ronnie was fiddling with my belt, opening the 
buckle, sliding down the zipper. His hand came down 
inside the opened fly of my bellbottoms, slid over my 
tich foliage. My hips squirmed lazily. My eyes and my 
ears were partners with his hand, arousing the sex needs 
in my flesh. What I could see and hear was damned 
tempting, so were those long, artistic fingers that | 
caressed and slipped across my straining myrtleberry. 

My hips started jerking. 

Ronnie was panting behind me. I guess the action of 
my behind against his hardened flesh was getting 
beyond his powers of control. After all, he was no man 
of the world, he was a nineteen-year-old fanatic, very 
intense, very idealistic. If I could exhaust him sexually, 
I might have a chance to try Hank Doolin on. Not just 
for size. I had a plan in mind. 

Divide and conquer. 

Maybe I could stop these three ringleaders of the 
protest march by dividing them. And so I bent, helping 
Ronnie push my calico bellbottoms down, letting him 
see the taut white skin of my naked buttocks. My 
cheeks were pulled apart by my stooping action, and I 
guess he looked down where I was most exposed. 

He gave a low cry and tried to get his own threads 
down. If I’d let him alone, he might have made it. But I 
turned, dropped to a knee and caught hold of him 
where he was most excited. My fingers crisped and 
clutched. 

It was a little much for him. 

He threw back his head and wailed out his pleasure 
into the air, hips stabbing savagely. I have erotically ex- 
perienced fingers. I could beat any milkmaid in the 
world at what I was doing. 
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His legs shook crazily. He sank floorward. 

I stripped him naked. 

He was limp, useless at the moment. But I had ways 
and means, I knew the lingual techniques of the French, 
the Hindus. I was a veteran in venery in almost any lan- 
guage. I bent above him, I performed the French gober 
le merlan until Ronnie was yelling, writhing and twist- 
ing in an effort to bring himself sexual assuagement, 

Not yet, my young one. Oh, not yet! 

I got to my feet, and stepped out of my bellbottoms. I 
felt like a naked sex goddess—Isis of Egypt, Venus of 
Rome, Aphrodite of Greece—towering above her fren- 
zied followers. I lifted my arms and raised them high 
above my head. 

Slowly I began to shake. My big 38s, C cup, began to 
wobble and dance. My belly went in and out, I took a 
step or two, I brought a bare foot against the fleshy be- 
hind of a girl and shook it wildly as the girl spasmed. I 
lazily caressed a straining male shaft. Ronnie lay there 
watching me, sobbing in his don delirium. 

I took pity on him, I sank down into the monde ren- 
verse posture. Planted firmly in the saddle, I let my hips 
swing back and forth, then rotated them slowly. I didn’t 
want a quickie, I wanted it slow and mean. I needed to 
tip the living life out of Ronnie Morley so he would be 
asleep almost instantly when he was done shuddering. 

My constrictor muscles are superbly developed. 

I let them work for a while, scarcely moving. 

His eyes were open, glazed, He was staring right at 
my knockers which were like balloons at the moment, 
having bloated up with sensuality. I shimmied my 
shoulders, making them jump and slide. Ronnie opened 
his mouth, his eyes pleading. 

I bent, resting on my elbows, so that my dangling 
breasts were inches from his parted lips. I lowered those 
pleasant pacifiers to him. He caught hold, he nursed 
hungrily. My hips beat up and down, slowly. 

Ronnie began to cry after a time. The tears of a 
pleasure so intense he had never known its equal, were 
running down his pink cheeks. His mouth was a moist 


71 


rapture wrapped around my nipples. He was balanced 
on the peak of an orgasmal spasm. I was keeping him 
on a knife-edge of delight so frenzied, he was being held 
on the very verge of that temposthenic outpouring for 
such an almost unendurable time—thanks to my knowl- 
edge of the love arts—that he was alive only in one 
place. 

Time went on. And so did I, with Ronnie. 

Here and there a couple of candles were guttering 
and going out. Darkness was creeping here and there in 
the room. The shadows were encroaching on all the 
naked bodies gently moving. It was as if a curtain were 
being pulled across our performances. 

I tightened on Ronnie, I rippled those muscles which 
all women possess, though many of them do not know 
that they do, and I milked. His scream of delight was 
muffled by my breast. 

His eyes closed, he went limp. 

He was asleep, utterly worn out, before I could get to 
my feet. My hand went upward to my left breast. My 
nipple hurt. Glancing downward I could see a series of 
purple indentations that showed where Ronnie had bit- 
ten in the ecstacy of his comble du bonheur. I told my- 
self, as I walked toward Hank Doolin, stepping over the 
bodies that lay limp in sleep, that it would give me a 
good opening move in the carnal chess game I intended 
to play with him. si 

Leila was somewhere else, Hank lay alone on his 
back, mouth slightly open as he snored. I glanced 
around me as the last candle puffed out. Hank and I 
were all by ourselves in a little space that was cleared of 
bodies. 

My fingers crept up his thigh. I played at spiders’ legs 
with his appendages. He stirred, his head went back and 
forth. My palm slid upward slightly, rubbed the length 
of his uninterested maleness. 

I waited with the patience of a cat. 

My fingers worked gently, teasingly. 

One part of him came awake before the rest, rising 
like a periscope above the surface of his uncon- 
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sciousness. I took away my hand, scratched at his inner 
thighs. His behind lifted off the floor as he pushed help- 
lessly upward into the air. 

“Wha—what ... 2” 

“Ssssh, it’s Eve.” 

His voice was a whisper so faint I could hardly hear 
it. “What’s wrong, doll? Where’s Ronnie?” 

“Sound asleep.” 

He thought about that, then chuckled. His arm came 
about my shoulders, drew me down so my bare breasts 
pressed their hard nipples into his side. 

“You still got the hots, hey?” 

“Sort of. He—bit me.” 

“Where?” 

I crawled up his nakedness giving him the full feel of 
my solid breasts, until I was half over him, letting my 
left boob hang over his eyes. I wondered in the faint 
moonlight whether he could see those love marks. 
Maybe he did, maybe he didn’t. It made no never-mind, 
because he began kissing what I was showing him. 

“Ooooooh—yes, Hank.” 

His mouth opened, drew inward. I was enjoying this, 
but I made believe that it was an enjoyment far keener 
than it was. After all, you have to pretend with a lot of 
men. I was pretty expert at it. You puff up their egos, 
then something else expands, as well. Not that Hank 
needed any help in this latter department: he was all 
man. 

“Tm really stone grooving, Hank,” I whispered down 
at him. “You sure know how to tune in on a girl. Oh, 
honeybear. It’s delicious, simply wild.” 

He listened to me for a time, then his own excite- 
ment, which I kept brushing with my: hip or buttock 
while I moved to his pleasurable lip service, got into the 
act. He rolled me over onto my back in the succubus 
posture, and drove into me. I was ready for him, I really 
was well lubricated, but his suddenness kind of took 
away my breath. 

Usually, I am the dominant one in my loveplay be- 
tween a male and me. I have the knowledge, I have 
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made a study of sex since those very early days when I 
made believe I was Penelope Courage, girl safe-cracker 
extraordinary and needed to know all about the males 
and females of our world to get out of tight places. 

Most males will go along with me, knowing I will 
help them get their rocks off in the most enjoyable ways 
there are. Hank Doolin was maybe too impatient, 
maybe he didn’t appreciate a girl carrying the balling 
bit. 

So I waited, biding my tardorgasmus time. 

When Hank got too carried away, when he swelled 
up with his own ithyphallic importance, I clamped 
down on him with my inner muscles. I slowed him to a 
quivering stop. He was surprised, his head jerked erect 
and he stared down at me. 

“Hey, doll—what’s that you’re doing?” 

“Like it?” 

“You're holding me back from—” 

“J want it to go on and on.” 

“Yeah, but—” 

I did an obbligato with my constrictor cunnae section 
to make sure he stayed interested. He sucked in his 
breath, then gave a little cry of pleasure. 

“See what I mean? You're even bigger and stronger.” 

“Yeah,” he said in surprise. After a moment he mut- 
tered, “You're wasted on that kid Ronnie. You and I 
make beautiful music together.” 

“A regular crescendo,” I admitted. 

We were moving again, but more slowly. 

“What's with you two, anyhow? Is he your family?” 

“He wants to be. He’s only nineteen.” 

“And you're older.” 

A cold chill ran down my spine. I remembered the 
way this man had interrogated me in the abandoned 
shoemaker shop. I didn’t want him asking any more 
questions, so I called on my fertile imagination. 

“My mother was a Swede,” I lied. “You know how 
those Swedes and Danes are, they believe in sexual ex- 
pression and freedom. My mother knew plenty and 
taught me most of it.” 
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“T can believe it, baby.” 

“At twelve I knew what it usually takes a woman a 
lifetime to learn. About how to please a real man like 
you, I mean.” 

My hips began to get into the act. Hank Doolin start- 
ed shaking. I told my hips to cool it. 

“Jeez!” he sobbed. 

“I know ways of driving you out of your skull,” I 
went on softly, almost in a whisper. “Ronnie can’t take 
it. I think you can. It takes a real man to last for as long 
as I like to rumbusticate. And—you’re doing it, Hank.” 

Why bother adding, thanks to my skill at faire cela? 

When you puff up their ego, as I’ve said, you puff up 
a man’s most important attribute. So I went on puffing 
him up with words and with those convulsive graspings 
of my inner self until Hank Doolin didn’t know whether 
he was coming or going. Well, he wasn’t coming—I was 
seeing to that—and he wasn’t going anywhere except 
back and forth. But he was in a Nirvana of his senses 
that was a kind of zygophilistic zapping, 

We went on and on. 

Until I saw Leila Parker standing near what had been 
part of a barn stall, that is, staring at us and using her 
hand between her thighs, bent over and shaking. On the 
other side of the room where I’d left him, Ronnie Mor- 
ley was gaping at us, too. 

He was not enjoying what he was seeing, as Leila 
was; he was sobbing and real tears were running down 
his cheeks. His grief would turn to hate, when he 
calmed down. I hoped the hate would be directed 
against Hank Doolin, not at me. 

In any event, I was driving a wedge between the pro- 
test march leaders. I hoped the wedge would be one 
with a handle, so I could use it as I saw fit. 

Otherwise I might get zonked with it myself, 
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Chapter Five 


We marched on toward Pleasantville. 

To my great surprise, Ronnie Morley had not seemed 
to mind last night, seeing me with Hank Doolin. Of 
course, he had only grunted when I’'d moved across the 
bare-body-covered floor to him, he hadn’t exactly wel- 
comed me with open arms and a big kiss, but he hadn’t 
scowled nor backhanded me across the face. I told my- 
self that if seeing me banging with his fellow march 
leader didn’t make him madly jealous, I was going to 
have to try harder, 

The sun was hot on my back as we trudged past the 
Metedeconk River toward Lake Manetta. The day was 
hot, humid, and the sweat ran out of us all. Some of the 
boys stripped to the waists and tucked their shirts into 
their belts or their carryalls. One or two of the girls 
wanted to go topless too, but were restrained. They set- 
tled for unbuttoning their shirts and letting them flap 
open. 

We ate in early afternoon along the shore of Lake 
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Manetta, or as near the shore as most of us could get. 
The fuzz in State Highway cars patrolled back and 
forth, casting alert eyes at every last one of us. 

Toms River was our nighttime destination. 

When darkness came down we were pooped, literally 
out on our feet. Nobody bothered with tents. We'd 
come a long way today, baby, and we wanted to pile up 
the zees. 

We were up at dawn to begin walking. 

This was the first protest march I’d ever been on, and 
my sore tootsies told me it had better be my last. I 
changed my socks as the hiking manuals tell you to, and 
then my shoes, and my socks again. All the girls were in 
much the same plight, they had sore feet and sweaty, 
smelly bodies. Nobody felt too sexy any more, not even 
Oh Oh Sex herself. 

The back of my mind kept annoying me, too, telling 
me that when that bomb was about to be thrown at our 
Vice President, there had better be some L.U.S.T. 
agents there, or police, to prevent it. That part of it was 
up to me. I had to give the warning. . 

I didn’t know how to do it, frankly. 

Not without making myself scarce and if I did that, 
Td be useless to the law and order boys because I would 
have tipped my hand to Hank Doolin and Ronnie Mor- 
ley. So half the time as I staggered along the dusty road 
I was scowling in thought. 

We swung eastward below Barnegat Pines, to mean- 
der along the back roads toward Warren Grove and ‘ 
Hammonton. We always started off the day by singing a 
song or two but we needed our wind for marching, so 
the songs died out after a very short time. 

Once I asked Ronnie, “You really dig this kind of 
thing? I mean sweating and walking and trying to ignore 
your sore feet?” 

He said lightly, “It’s my bag, babe.” 

He was one cockeyed liar. Maybe the other girls 
couldn’t, but I saw the lines of strain in his face, around 
his mouth and eyes. I would have bet a body ornament 
Ronnie Morley was fed up with protesting, right about 
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now; I know damn well half the other kids were. I could 
hear voices yapping about it. 

Still, on we walked. 

I lost track of the days and nights, about this time. 
Most people can walk about twenty-five miles a day. All 
us folk were young; we recovered our strength quickly, 
after a good sleep. But the days were something else. 

The sun was hot, we were having an early summer 
heat wave, and that sunlight was like an electric blanket 
draped around us and turned on full power. The dust 
was in our faces and down our throats. It stung our eyes 
and damn near blinded us. My feet hurt like all hell, my 
legs were rubbery. 

I wanted out. 

But I plodded on, and eventually we reached the 
Delaware River, where Memorial Bridge crosses over it. 
I looked at all that cool, cool water as my feet made 
hollow echoes on the bridge itself. That little imp I call 
my weaker side began whispering how all that cool, cool 
water would feel gliding over my bare hide, 

I sidled up to Leila Parker. 

“You game for a swim?” I tempted. 

She gave me a horrified stare. “In that polluted 
water?” 

“The hell with the pollution. I’m hot.” 

A trickle of sweat was running down the vale be- 
tween her big breasts. Her forehead was dotted with 
perspiration beads and some of her brown hair stuck to 
her damp temples. Her generous mouth was drawn 
downward at the corners in what was an outward sym- 
bol of her inner weariness. 

She looked at the water, sighing. 

I moved on to Ronnie, who was game for anything to 
get off his legs. So I fell back, began rapping with the 
kids behind us. Most of them were willing to take a 
chance on the fuzz. 

“The fuzz?” I hooted. “Can they bust fifteen hundred 
of us? If we all go in, we're all safe.” 

We came off the bridge, Ronnie and I leading the 
way toward the water. There were docks here, so we 
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stripped on them and dove in. The water was a stone 
groove, cool and refreshing. Ronnie and I swam out 
into the river, leaving most of the others splashing and 
bouncing around near shore. 

Tt was half an hour before anybody called the cops, 
or before a Wilmington Police squad car noticed us. 
Then the sirens began to wail. The city police were rein- 
forced by two State Highway Patrol cars. 

Somebody used a bullhorn. “You kids come out of 
there. Swimming isn’t allowed here.” 

Quite a crowd was gathering, longshoremen and 
dockworkers, casual passersby, office workers staring 
out of windows, even a few hippies from the area who 
decided they wanted in on the fun. 

We ignored the bullhorn voice. 

I pretended to be scared of what the fuzz would do. T 
huddled closed to Ronnie—I was bare-ass naked, he 
was wearing his jockey shorts—slithering my wet bod 
around him so he could feel my breasts against his ribs 
and my thighs against his legs. He put an arm around 
my middle. 

“You think they'll arrest us?” I whimpered. 

To tell the truth, I was hoping they would. In jail, I 
could easily find a way to get a message about the in- 
tended slaying of the Vice President to the cops, who 
would pass it on to L.U.S.T. and the other intelligence 
groups. 

“Naw,” said Ronnie bravely. But there was a quaver 
in his voice. He added, “Jeez, I hope they don’t. They'll 
search us then and find the bombs. Jeez!” 

“Get in here, you kids! Out of the water!” 

Some of the more faint-hearted started wading or 
climbing onto the docks. Ronnie and I started our swim 
in toward shore. What with fifteen hundred naked boys 
and girls, the docks got pretty damn crowded after a 
time. 

I waited for a hint from the police, but I don’t think 
they knew themselves what to do about us. Maybe they 
were waiting for word from the mayor. They milled 
around, waiting to see if we were going to put up a 
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fight. Then they could wade in and use their nightsticks 
and their cans of Mace. 

The group was well trained. 

We obeyed like puppets. We clambered into our 
shirts and fringed jackets, denims and bellbottoms. No- 
body said a word. A couple of the younger cops looked 
as if they regretted the hiding of all the bare female 
flesh; they’d been having a ball staring at nude behinds 
and uncovered breasts and ail the rest of the girl-girl an- 
atomies. 

I picked out a big blonc officer and sidled close to 
him. He was all alone—as much as he could be alone 
with so many people, that is—because the rest of the 
fuzz was off somewhere else, closer to the street. I 
wasn’t sure just how he would react, but I was prepared 
for anything. 

I stumbled and fell agains him. 

His hands came up to greb and hold me. He seemed 
like a nice young man, and I didn’t want to cause him 
any trouble because he looked like a newcomer to the 
Force to me. But if he acted dumb or stupid I was going 
to scream out that he was feeling me up, taking advan- 
tage of his uniform. 

Thad to get that message tarough! 

My voice breathed in hi; ear, “I’m from L.U.S.T. 
T’ve got to meet you tonight,” 

There was a moment of silence. 

Then: “You all right, miss?” 

T leaned my breasts into his blue blouse. He flushed, 
but his eyes were glinting. I whispered, “I think I’ve 
hurt my ankle, Could you feel it with your fingers?” 

He was a smart cookie for a rookie. 

He got his ear close to my lips as he bent down as if 
to look at my ankle. “They’-e going to bomb the Vice 
President,” I breathed, sotto voce. 

His muscles stiffened. His ingers felt around my right 
ankle. He said calmly, “You just twisted it, miss. I think 
it'll be all right.” 

“We're stopping at Glasgow tonight. Meet me.” 

He said, “There’s a bar there, the Elkhorn.” 
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T flashed him a dimpled smile, “Thank you, officer.” 

My eyes went around the scene. Nobody was paying 
us any eyeball interest, since everybody was too busy 
getting into clothes and looking at the cluster of fuzz 
uniforms up on the street. We were all waiting for 
orders, both the cops and us. 

The word must have come down from the major, be- 
cause in about ten minutes the bullhorn voice began 
again. 

“Line up, start marching. Follow the squad car that 
will guide you through the city to Route 13, Line up, 
everybody. Start marching!” 

I got the impression Wilmington wanted no part of 

us. 
Let some other city do the worrying. 
We did what the bullhorn voice said: we lined up and 
marched. A squad car went at a crawl a few feet in 
front of our tramping feet. I guess the water made us all 
feel pretty perky, because we began singing. Here and 
there a guitar made the proper accompaniment. 

We got to Glasgow by nightfall. 

We ate the cold food and drank the warm soda pop 
we’d bought at roadside stands and diners around noon- 
time. The stars were bright in the dark sky overhead, 
and the heat of the day lifted slightly. 

I glanced at my Movado. Time to split and meet that 
young cop, if he believed what I’d told him today about 
the Vice President getting assassinated. I was gathering 
my legs under me, about to rise, when Leila Parker 
tapped me on the shoulder. 

“Come on, honey. Rap time.” 

T followed her like a well-trained pooch. 

One tent had been set up by the marchers. Hank and 
Ronnie were in it, maps and blueprints spread out on an 
army cot. There were four guys and three girls in the 
tent, as well, which made it pretty crowded. I gathered 
these were the captains who would report back to their 
units when the rapping was all done. 

“Our quarry is speaking tomorrow night in an ar- 
mory not far from Perryville,’ Hank Doolin said. He 
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sounded like a battle unit commander gi 
the word for the big push. “Two of our 
the bombs. Five others will create a diversi 

By men, he meant women, too. Hank’ Doolin was 
very big for the Women’s Liberation Movement; he gave 
females equal opportunities to carry bombgjand all that. 

He said, “Jack, you and Bella will be 
You both have that all-American look; nobbdy will sus- 
pect you. Your hair isn’t too long, you we$r Establish- 
ment clothes,” 

A tall boy with a gentle, scholarly face odded and 
reached out to touch a girl in a sheath dress and black 
hair in a Cleopatra style, lovelocks dangling here and 

_ there on her creamy neck. I was a little surprised to see 
Kids like these in with this hippie group, but I told my- 
self they might consider themselves in disguise. 

“The diversion will start here, at the side entrance to 
the armory.” Hank tapped a forefinger against the blue- 
print of the armory he’d gotten his hands on. His blue 
eyes raked us all. “Ronnie, you and Eve, Tommy, Peg 
and Curt ought to be able to do that.” 

Ronnie Morley nodded. “No sweat, Hank.” 

Our leader glanced at his wristwatch. “I make the 
time at ten-fifteen.” His eyebrows asked a question. My 
wristwatch read the same, so I nodded. 

“Tomorrow night,” Hank said flatly, 

He began folding the maps and blueprints. 

I took it as a signal that our meeting was over. I had 
to go see a cop about an assassination attempt, so I 
began sidling toward the entrance flaps of the tent. And 
Leila Parker reached out and put a hand around my 
wrist. 

“Not splitting, are you?” she asked softly. 

I went up on tiptoe, spoke into her ear. “Gotta see a 
man about a horse that wants to do wee-wee.” 

Her smile was warm, a bit too friendly. “Want me to 
buy him from you?” 

I patted her hand. “Not tonight. I'll be too up tight 
about tomorrow night. I’m a newcomer to the bomb 
squad,” 
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“Sure, I understand.” Her wink was conspiratorial. 

I stepped out of the tent, began to run. Leila Parker 
was my unwitting partner. She’d tell the others where I 
was if anybody asked questions. All I had to do was 
find the Elkhorn Bar in Glasgow and that young cop in- 
side it, if he decided to come on what he might think 
was a fool’s errand. Or a trap to get him beaten up as an 
example to the other cops in Wilmington. 

I hoped he was a brave one. 

I walked along the roadway for a few miles. It was al- 
most eleven o’clock, my Movado told me. A bit late for 
our date. Even a patient, dedicated young officer might 
think he was being stood up. If he’d gone, I really 
wouldn’t have blamed him. 

At quarter to twelve, I walked into the Elkhorn. It 
was a so-so place. A long bar ran along the left hand 
side of the big room, some tables and booths stood to 
the tight, with red-and-white checked tablecloths on 
them, plus imitation candles. The light was blue, such as 
it was, a great place for lovers and about-to-be lovers. I 
edged my midriff into the bar and let my eyes do the 
walking along it. 

Not a familiar face in the lot. 

I sighed and ordered a Schlitz. 

I sipped the beer until twelve-fifteen, when I decided 
that my blond fuzz friend was not going to show. I paid 
for my beer and started for the door. 

This was when the trouble started. 

Three big drunken truckdrivers (they could have 
been freightmen or football players, they were big 
enough for those jobs) got to their feet and cut me off 
from the door. They were full of boilermakers, which is 
a shot-glass of whiskey with a beer chaser, and grinning 
happily. 

Me, I was wearing my see-through blouse and the 
tight calico bellbottoms which showed up my behind in 
almost all its naked glory, I guess I was a little tempting 
to their eyes. I was almost the only girl in the place, too. 

“Now, honey, no hurry.” 

“Veoh ciddown at our table.” 


I smiled. “Too bad, boys. I’m taken.” 

“By us. We'll do a better job,” said the third man. 

Two of them grabbed my wrists. “Let’s behave, huh 
fellas?” I asked. “I don’t want to get rough.” 

They were each of them about six-three, give or take 
an inch, and weighed in the neighborhood of two 
hundred and fifty pounds. I am five feet two, and hit the 
scales at maybe one hundred ten, maybe even lighter. I 
lost a bit of poundage on the march. 

They were convulsed, laughing like hyenas at my 
humor. “She’s gonna get rough. She’s gonna get rough!” 
They said it like a broken record. 

Two of them still had that grip on my wrists, practi- 
cally holding me up between them, so I made believe 
they were parallel bars. I came up off the floor com- 
pletely—those iron arms held me like I was a baby— 
and kicked back with my wedge heels. I landed on two 
shins. 

“Yeeeoowwww!” screeched the two thugs who held 
me. 

They chorused it together as they began to hop and 
dance around. I landed on my feet and lunged. I noticed 
that the third man was gawking at me with disbelief 
even as my right arm went up and came down with the 
edge of my hand striking at the base of his neck in a 
karate chop. { 

This blow, when delivered even moderately, can be 
painful and numb the entire atm. My blow came down 
like a lumberjack’s axe, They guy let out a yell and 
slumped. I grabbed his hair and helped him slump over 
far enough so my right knee could come up and meet 
his nose. 

He got some nose bleed! 

I whirled, waiting for the other big lummoxes to 
come at me. They were resting their sides against a 
table, staring at me with big eyes as they massaged their 
ankles. , 

“What'd you want to go and do that for, lady?” one 
of them demanded peevishly. 

“I told you I played rough,” I smiled sweetly. 
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“Charley’s got a busted nose,” the other man ac- 
cused. 

As if this was all my fault! 

I said, not so sweetly, I am afraid, “Put an ice pack . 
on it. Better yet, get him to a doctor.” 

T walked out into the night, giving my behind an 
extra little twitch, as if to clue them in on what they 
were going to miss. A shadow came up off the ground to 
join with a big body to my left. 

J ducked and whirled, hands out, fingers together. 

“Hey, hold it,” said a voice, more than somewhat 
alarmed. 

It was the young blond cop. He was wearing a sports 
shirt and plaid jacket, with slacks. He looked neat and 
handsome. 

“Well, hello,” I said happily. 

“You really do work for the League of Underground 
Spies and Terrorists, don’t you?” he asked in an awed 
tone. 

“You'd better believe it.” 

“I thought you were setting me up for a sniper, 
maybe. Or a few strong-arm boys. I had to be careful.” 

“Sure you did. But I figured you'd be inside.” 

“[’ve been here since quarter to six.” 

“[m sorry about that. I was delayed.” I glanced at 
him sideways. “What convinced you I was telling the 
truth?” 

His head jerked at the glass front of the Elkhorn Bar. 
I could see inside, see the three big boys with whom I’d 
had the hassle as they sat around a table swallowing 
more boilermakers and probably grousing about the 
ways of womankind. 

“You sure know how to take care of yourself,” he 
said in admiring tones. “I Wwouldn’t want to meet you in 
a dark alley.” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” I murmured, my tones dripping 
honey. “I can do a lot more than fight in a dark alley.” 

He grinned and looked embarrassed. In a moment I 
knew why, because other shadows appeared, all of them 
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husky guys in shirts and sweatshirts. They were grinning 
at the blond cop. 

“Friends of yours?” I wondered. 

“All members of the Force, in good standing. We fig- 
ured if I was being set up as a patsy, my buddies would 
like to meet the ones doing the strong-arm bit.” 

I linked arms with him. “Let’s all go where we can 
talk.” 

We piled into an old Cadillac, vintage 1957, and 
drove toward the marchers’ camping ground. I told the 
boys what I knew. 

“Jeez,” one of them breathed. 

“They're not bad boys, most of them,” I commented. 
“They really believe in what they’re doing, they aren’t 
paid to do it. Guys like that don’t mind getting caught. 
They'll make a circus of their trial, the way the Seven 
did in Chicago. They'll be martyrs to the Cause.” 

One of the men said a naughty word. 

“You think we can stop them?” asked the blond. 

“No, but the Maryland police can.” 

“Yeah,” said another with disappointment in his 
voice. 

“I'm sorry about that, fellas, But the action is in 
Maryland and not Delaware. Maybe—since you’ve seen 
the marchers—the governor of Maryland will extend 
some kind of courtesy to you, let you serve with his 
boys.” 

“Fat chance,” growled my blond date. 

They let me off half a mile from the protest marchers? 
camp. I went the rest of the way on foot. I was just 
about to sit down at my home base campfire when Leila 
Parker lowered the boom on me. 

“Plans are changed,” she whispered, sinking down 
beside me. 

Maybe my face showed the way I felt, because she 
misunderstood me and patted my hand consolingly. 
“Oh, we're going through with it, all right—but at an 
earlier time than Hank planned. We're going to make 
the hit before he begins his speech, not afterward.” 

My heart was down around my toenails, 
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What was I going to do now? 

Thad a hard time sleeping, and when I finally drifted 
off, I dreamed that I was getting drummed out of 
L.U.S.T. while the band played the funeral march and 
the General tore the stripes and medals from my see- 
through blouse, David Anderjanian was there but he 
wouldn’t look at me; he only told me as I walked past 
him with his head hanging, that he had to get himself 
another girl friend. I woke up in tears. 

It was roughly twenty miles, from Glasgow, Dela- 
ware, to Perryville, Maryland. It seemed like a step and 
a jump, because all the while we were marching, I was 
racking my brains to come up with an idea of how to 
deal with the situation confronting me, and failing. 

As a last resort, I could leave the march and tell the 
police, but this would destroy my cover, make me use- 
less to L.U.S.T. for whatever might take place on the 
test of the march. I was ‘in’ with the New Worlders, I 
had to carry on with them, ride this militant mare until I 
mastered it. 

How could I contact the cops? 

How? How? 

The dust choked me, the heat sizzled me. My middle 
was a churning mass of nauseau. I felt like heaving in 
my helplessness. I fell further and further behind the 
leaders. Not until Leila came to shake my arm, to ask if 
I was getting sick, did I get any kind of an idea at all. 

“You want to knock off and rest?” she asked. 

I could knock off and find a telephone booth and 
make a call to David Anderjanian. He could do the rest, 
the sweet, loveable bastard. Then Leila took the play 
away from me. 

“T could stay with you,” she suggested. 

The hell with that. I straightened and braced myself. 
“T’'ll be all right, honey. It’s just the heat and all. I was a 
little dizzy, but I'll get back in the groove.” 

We ate lunch by a little stream somewhere west of 
Charlestown, Maryland. Perryville, where the Vice 
President was due to speak tonight, was maybe ten 
miles ahead. I sat there and munched on a piece of ham 
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between two slices of stale bread and dreamed of lunch- 
ing at the Colony. I quenched my thirst by bending over 
the brook and sampling its waters, 

When I saw my reflection in the water as I raised my 
head to wipe my wet lips, I got my big idea. I was not 
only seeing the face of Eve Drum, girl spy, I was also 
looking at Penelope Courage, girl safecracker. 

I sauntered back to the encampment with as round a 
rock as I could find in my shoulder bag. It was too early 
to use it, yet; I had to wait until the two members of the 
New Worlders’ bomb squad were on their way to where 
the Vice President was going to speak. 

I stayed close to Ronnie the rest of that long after- 
noon. He and I, with some other protesters, were to 
create a diversion that would bring the fuzz away from 
the Vice President, so that Jack and Bella could heave 
their homemade bomb. It was late in the day, a mile or 
so outside Perryville, when Hank Doolin called a halt 
and summoned us to him. 

He was sitting on a fallen tree some yards off the nar- 
tow, dusty road. We were avoiding the main highways 
on this march, taking roundabout country lanes where 
we could find them, and trudging along in silence. 

Hank looked at the scholarly Jack. “You ready?” 

“Never more so,” Jack smiled. Bella put her hand on 
Jack and nodded her head. 

I ran my eyes over them both. Jack was wearing tight 
denims and an open shirt. Bella was displaying her 
slender curved body inside a transparent body sweater 
and a microskirt. The sharp dots of her nipples were 
visible atop the round bowls of her breasts. Over her 
shoulder she carried a leather bag much like mine, but 
cheaper. After all, mine was a Harrison, 

Isidled closer to Bella, 


She was so enthralled with what Hank was saying, 
urging them to remember the cause for which they 
fought, that it was up to them to help the New Worlders 
create that new world of which they dreamed, that they 
were soldiers going into battle, that she paid me no at- 
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tention. My hand slid the round rock out of my 
shoulder bag. 

My eyes ran around the little clearing. Everybody 
was up tight, listening to Hank Doolin tell them they 
were modern-day Crusaders. He laid it on with a shov- 
el. I slipped the rock into Bella’s handbag. My fingers 
closed around the plastic bomb. 

Gently I tightened my fingers, lifted. 

As Penelope Courage, I had practiced .hours and 
hours of pickpocketing. I knew the two-finger lift, all 
the rest of them. But I couldn’t extract the bomb with 
two fingers, I needed a whole hand. I held my breath 
and lifted the damn thing. 

Bella didn’t move, she only sighed. 

Fortunately for me, Hank had a way with words, 

He held everybody spellbound except me. The bomb 
and I were one. Up it came, up, up. I didn’t dare 
breathe. Then the bomb was in the open air and— 

“Eve!” 

The word was barked at me. I froze, telling myself it 
was all over. Automatically, I brought the bomb to the 
opening of my bag, put the bomb and my hand into it. 

Hank Doolin snapped, “You listening, Eve?” 

“Of course I am. What makes you think I’m not?” 

Everybody was turning to stare at me. Here I was 
with my hand stuck inside my Harrison bag with my 
fingers wrapped around the bomb. Guilt can do terrible 
things, it can make you imagine accusation in every eye 
staring at you. 

My hand brought a handkerchief out of my bag. 

I forced a sneeze, covering my mouth with the hand- 
kerchief. Our leader was saying, “You had a faraway 
look in your eyes, as if you were thinking of something 
else.” 

“T was,” I sneezed again, “wondering if I could stop 
this snee—” I ahchooed once more “—eeze before it 
began.” 

Leila Parker murmured sympathetically, “You catch- 
ing cold?” ‘i 

Ishook my head. “Must be an—allergy.” 
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Hank went on more calmly. “Well, try and pay atten- 
tion. You others—Ronnie, Eve, Tommy, Curt and 
Peg, will create a diversion off to one side just as the 
Vice President is walking toward the speaker’s plat- 
form. Bella, you and Jack will heave that bomb tight at 
him. 


“It'll kill maybe a couple of secret service men and 
some spectators, but we’ll get the Vice President.” 

He said it as if he were going out to catch some fish. 
At that moment, I decided Hank Doolin was a man 
without a heart, without a conscience. He was like an 
enemy in wartime. I think I hated him right then. 

We gave Jack and Bella a ten minute start. We didn’t 
want to be seen with them for fear the authorities might 
get suspicious. When it was our turn to go, I sidled close 
to Ronnie and stayed that way, like a dog at heel. I 
didn’t want the police to hurt Ronnie. I wouldn’t have 
minded if they arrested him and put him behind bars, 
but I hoped to prevent something more serious, such as 
what happened at Kent State. 

We walked into town in the summer dusk. It was a 
little after eight. The Vice President was scheduled to 
make his speech at nine. We had an hour to waste. We 
Spent most of that time finding the armory. 

There was a big crowd gathered there to hear the 
speeches. American Legionnaires, members of the 
V.F.W. and the Kiwanis and Lions Clubs were all on 
hand to give the Vice President a great big hand. These 
were the silent majority, these were the solid middle 
class, these were the men and women whose votes put 
men into office or removed them. : 

Ronnie was snarling a little. 

“Damn hypocrites, damn hypocrites,” he kept mut- 
tering. 

We saw Jack and Bella in the forefront of the crowd, 
pushing as close to where the Vice President would 
walk as possible. If they got too close, they would never 
leave there alive, I was thinking. Those plastic bombs 
are damn powerful. I wondered if they knew what they 
were doing, 
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Maybe, like the kamikaze pilots of J: apan, they knew 
they were giving their lives for a cause. I sighed. It 
seemed such a shame for two young lives to be snuffed 
out in what was nothing less than an assassination. The 
damn fools! 

The big black limousine came into view, headlights 
glowing in the darkening dusk. In a few seconds now. 

Ronnie muttered, “Get ready, you others. Soon as he 
steps out of the car, we go into action.” 

T looked around the crowd. There were a lot of blue 
uniforms here, and the grayer versions of the state po- 
lice. ’'d bet a cookie there was more than one plain- 
clothesman in the mob, too. The Delaware fuzz would 
have passed on the word by this time. 

The limousine stopped. The door opened. 

Ronnie screamed, “Down with the tyrant!” 

We five surged forward, shoving between a couple of 
women and a man. The man whirled, cursing, threw a 
fist that glanced off Tommy’s long hair. Peg was strug- 
gling with a woman in a pants suit, Ronnie was scream- 
ing at the top of his lungs and pushing people out of the 
way. Some guy wrapped his arms around me and 
grabbed my unbrassiered breasts in his hands, at the 
same time lifting me off the ground. ' 

I heard Jack screech, “Death to the Vice President!” 

A rock—my round little rock that I’d picked up be- 
side the brook—arched through the air. I heard men 
curse and women scream. 

Two husky State Highway officers went for Jack and 
Bella. Uniformed police converged with them on Jack 
and Bella who were already trying to defend themselves 
from fists and fingernails that beat and pounded on 
them. I saw a nightstick descend on Jack’s forehead, 
split the skin open. A fist caught him in the belly. He 
doubled up and would have fallen but hands caught 
him, held him upright. A nightstick took him across the 
nose, He began to scream like a wounded horse. 

‘Then Bella screamed, and cold horror ran down my 
spine. 

What was the enraged mob doing to her? 
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I grabbed Ronnie, “Let's split out of here!” 

“Sure—but how?” 

We were dealing with ordinary men and women, 
good housewives and their honest husbands who were 
horrified by what had happened. They were not used to 
violence, the way the fuzz was. I bit and scratched, I 
saw Ronnie hurl a fist. The press around us broke open. 
Iran down the path they made with Ronnie right at my 
heels. 

They would chase us, sure. 

But there was a little woods not far away. And it was 
growing dark. My wedge heels pounded on pavement, 
then I was free of the crowd and legging it across the 
street, ducking behind and between parked cars, with 
the woods always ahead of me. I ran like a frightened 
hare from the hounds. 

I made it into the woods and kept on going. It was 
cool and very black under all the summer foliage. In a 
few minutes, I was safe enough. There was no sound of 
pursuit. I leaned against a treebole and sucked air into 
my lungs, feeling the sweat run down my back. 

The night was very still, suddenly. 

Where was Ronnie Morley? 
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Chapter Six 


I waited in the woods for about half an hour, long 
enough to hear the scream of sirens and to tiptoe to the 
edge of the woods where I made out a lot of police cars 
and two ambulances. 

Two ambulances? 

I gulped. Jack would be needing an ambulance, 
maybe Bella would, too. And what of the others? If the 
mob had done that much damage to Tommy, Peg and 
Curt, the police had five of the would-be militant revol- 
utionaries in its power. What of Ronnie? He still hadn’t 
shown. He might have been clubbed down, too. 

The ambulance pulled away. 

I waited, but there was no sign of Ronnie Morley. I 
gave a sigh of relief. At least he was in protective custo- 
dy. I felt sure the judge would not put bail so high none 
of them could walk out of whatever. jail it was they 
would be inhabiting. At least, they were all alive. 

By back roads and by cutting across fields, I made it 
back to the marchers’ camp. I felt like the sole survivor 
of a battle. When I came within sight of the small fires, I 
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remembered that the bomb I'd stolen from Bella’s 
shoulder bag was still in my Harrison. The sweat came 
out all over again. 

What if Leila Parker searched my bag? 

I kept to the darker shadows until I was close to the 
tent where Hank Doolin and Leila were listening for the 
sound of the bomb going off. It was way past the time 
for it to explode, so they must be aware that something 
had gone wrong. They would be suspicious of me. Leila 
might even be opening and examining my Harrison. 
When she did that, she would find the bomb and my 
Belgian Bulldog revolver. 

They would kill me without any compunction. 

I slithered like a shadow between the fires, moving 
toward the tent. I’d left my shoulder bag near Leila’s 
small bag, which was close to the tent entrance where 
Leila and Hank were waiting. I could hear their soft 
voices as I tiptoed nearer. 

“|. must have happened by now.” 

“Yeah, maybe sound doesn’t carry the way we 
think.” 

“We'll just have to wait.” 

I knelt down, fumbled at my bag. I wrapped fingers 
around the bomb, eased it out. I caught hold of my re- 
volver, tucked it into the band of my bellbottoms. I rose 
to my feet. 

The voices were louder. 

“_.. gone wrong, I can feel it,” said Hank Doolin. 

“Do you think they'll talk?” 

“Not Jack and Bella, nor Ronnie. I’m not so sure 
about the others. That girlfriend of Ronnie’s for in- 
stance.” 

“Mmmmm, maybe. But I think she’s tougher than 
she looks. She won’t break so easily. You feel this way 
because she’s new, you don’t know her as well as you 
do the others.” 

There was a little silence. I started to tiptoe away 
when they began talking agin. 

Hank said, “We could use the money you said you 
could get us, Leila. How about it? The kids have run 
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out of bread, even though they've been sharing it. You 
claimed you knew somebody who'd help us to keep the 
march and the bombings going.” 

“And I do. Five thousand dollars worth of help.” 

“I don’t see any of that cash. And we may need it, if 
only for bail—if the fuzz has hold of Jack and Bella.” 

“Five thousand dollars isn’t much bail.” 

“So then we need it for food.” 

Leila Parker sighed. A camp stool creaked. “Pl go 
for it.” 

I backed into deeper shadows. I was puzzled by this. 
Where would Leila Parker lay her hands on five thou- 
sand iron men? I remembered that the Libido Labyrinth 
had made money for the marchers, but I doubted it was 
anywhere near that much. No, her financial backer had 
to be somebody else, 

But who? 


I turned and ran off into the meadow, the bomb and 
my revolver like a ten-ton weight on my person. If any- 
body found me with these things, my goose was cooked 
for fair. But nobody paid me any mind, so I was free to 
crouch down beside a little woodland stream and drop 
the bomb into the water. I wedged a rock above it, to 
prevent anybody from accidentally setting it off. 

I told myself to come back here as soon as possible, 
or send the cops to get that bomb and defuse it, 

My Belgian Bulldog was another matter. I wasn’t 
about to drop it in the water; it had been my partner on 
too many cases for that, But it was dangerous to have 
around, especially when things were so tight. I took out 
a handkerchief, wrapped the gun in its linen folds, and 
hid it under a rock. 

Tf anybody found it, I could always deny it was mine, 
To make sure no wisenheimer took fingerprints, I wiped 
it clean before covering it with the stone. Then I made 
tracks back to our camp. 


From this distance, as my steps slowed, I saw Leila 
come out of Hank’s tent and stare around her. Then she 
picked up her tote bag and went striding off down the 
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road. I resumed my walking. I wanted to see Hank 
Doolin, right about now. 

I moved toward the tent, lifted the flap, ducked my 
head under. Hank was sitting on a wooden crate, study- 
ing some papers spread out on his army cot. He looked 
up and, at sight of me, started to rise to his feet. 

“Eve! Come on in. How’d it go? Where’s Ronnie and 
the others?” 

I pushed some tears out of my eyes and started shak- 
ing. “Everything went wrong, everything! There were a 
million cops there. And nothing happened when they 
threw the bomb. Poor Jack and Bella—there were two 
ambulances . . . nightsticks clubbing them . . . I ran 
with Ronnie after we’d started all the trouble .. .” 

His face was getting dark with congested blood. 
Anger was a savage heartbeat inside him. He gestured 
me to take a seat, a wooden crate to match his own, 
where Leila Parker had been sitting. 

I sank down beside him, told him all I knew. I de- 
scribed how Jack had thrown the bomb—I knew it was 
a rock, but I pretended to believe it was a bomb—and 
how the bomb hadn’t gone off and— 

“Goddam amateurs,” he breathed, meaning the 
bomb makers. “Got to get better people to do that job.” 

“Maybe he was so excited, he forgot to pull the 
wooden chip out of it. It won’t go off if that piece of 
wood is still stuck between the bomb and the detonating 
pin, you know.” 

“You think Jack was up tight?” 

I shrugged. “How should I know? We were all that 
way, seems to me. I know I was, and Ronnie was tense. 
You don’t go around assassinating people every day in 
the week.” 

Hank banged a fist into his cupped hand. “I should 
have gone myself. Not trusted a job like this to kids.” 

“Then you'd be in the hospital—or in jail. They beat 
up on Jack something awful. I could hear him scream- 
ing. And Bella too. It was no picnic.” 

The blue eyes fastened on me. “But you got away, 
you’re here. Where are the others?” is 
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“Maybe because I’m a girl, I made it. Maybe the men 
concentrated on Ronnie when we started to run, ’m 
littler, I could squeeze between people.” I frowned 
thoughtfully. “It’s funny though, what happened to him, 
He was right behind me.” 

“Do you think they'll talk, any of them?” 

I shook my head. “We're all dedicated to the New 
Worlders.” 

Hank sighed, scowling, “I hope so. If the cops come 
pay us a visit, the march is finished—plus all the good 
work I'd hoped to get done.” 

“They won't talk, Hank. You've got to believe it. 
Otherwise we might as well run right now.” 

“Yeah. Well, I hope you're right.” 

I got to my feet, making excuses that I was tired. 
Hank nodded glumbly, saying he was wide awake, he 
might take a walk into town to the armory to see if he 
could learn what happened to the others. 

I walked out into the night, found a blanket and 
curled up. I didn’t want to sleep. I wanted to be awake 
when Leila Parker came back. About five minutes after 
I lay down, Leila Parker sauntered between the camp 
fires, moving toward Hank’s tent. She raised its flap, 
walked into it. 

The tent was unlighted; Hank had blown out the two 
candles which served as illumination. I threw back the 
blanket, eased away from the other sleepers and crept 
toward the tent. I could hear Leila blundering around 
inside, cursing softly under her breath. 

I slid under the tent. When my eyes got accustomed 
to the darkness, I saw a pair of legs right in front of me. 
I lunged for them, 

Leila let out a wail. 

I swung the edge of my hand in a karate chop on her 
jaw. She went down like a felled tree, I dropped on her, 
both knees to her soft belly. The air whooshed out of 
her lungs. I started belting her with lefts and tights, 
slapping, hitting with the edges of my hands. ; 

“Rob Hank, will you, you dirty traitor,” I screeched, 
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socking it to her. “I’ll bet you’re behind tonight’s trou- 
ble. Dirty fink!” 

I got in about four more blows before the tent flaps 
went up and half a dozen guys dragged me, still fighting, 
off the unconscious Leila. Somebody grabbed a candle, 
struck a match. 

“Oh my God,” I yelled. 

By candlelight, I could recognize Leila. I began to 
cry, “I didn’t know her! I thought it was somebody 
going to hurt Hank—like a dirty traitor or something.” 

The boys shushed me while a couple of the girls 
worked over Leila. She sat up in about five minutes, 
both eyes blackened and with swollen cheeks. Her long 
brown hair was matted with the dirt and grass of the 
tent floor. 

“What happened?” she asked dazedly. 

I broke away from the boys and flung myself on my 
knees beside her, taking her into my arms. I wept and 
moaned and sobbed, “Leila! Leila, I didn’t know you! 
How can you ever forgive me?” 

I carried on so much, you'd have thought I was the 
one who'd taken the beating. Leila was forced to quiet 
my hysterics by hugging me and soothing me with 
words. My hand was inside her pocket, where I felt a 
small bulge. She still had the five grand on her. 

I tore myself from her grasp in such a way that I 
managed to knock over both candles. The tent went 
black. My hand snaked into Leila’s pocket, deftly ex- 
tracted the rolled-up bills. I shoved them into the pock- 
et of my bellbottoms. Then I started yelling for some- 
body to light the candles and for everybody to get out of 
the tent. 

It was hectic for a few seconds but while everybody 
milled around, I managed to slip the money under 
Hank’s mattress. Then I groped about in the darkness 
until I found Leila, and dragged her from the tent. She 
was still groggy, she wasn’t thinking straight, or she 
might have remembered the money. 

T got her to the fire where I'd been stretched out, and 
insisted that she roll up in the blanket I’d been using. I 
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got down beside her, wrapped my arms about her and 
began kissing her face, crying a little while telling her 
how sorry I was, 

She told me it wasn’t my fault, she should have lit the 
candles as soon as she went into the tent, She babbled 
on until I closed her soft mouth with a kiss. Then I 
made her nestle close to me until she fell asleep. 

The camp was quiet, the boys and girls had all gone 
back to sleep, I eased away from Leila, made my way 
into the tent. I got the wad of bills from the mattress 
and carried it across the fields. I knelt down where there 
was a flat rock, dug a little in the dirt under it, and 
slipped the money into the hole. 

I replaced the rock, sat on it to press the dirt down 
into place. Anybody who went looking for the money 
and lifted the rock, would see smooth dirt tightly 
packed, and would never suspect it had been dug up. 

I moved back to camp and settled myself beside 
Leila. I fell asleep. 

I woke with dawn, Hank Doolin shaking my 
shoulder. “Eve, get up. Bring Leila with you into the 
tent. I want to talk to you both.” 

Not until I helped Leila to her feet and turned toward 
the tent did I see Ronnie Morley standing tall and omi- 
nous in the early morning mists. 

I let out a happy cry at sight of him, went running to- 
ward him. I threw my arms about him, kissed him. He 
was as cold as a dead fish, and almost as clammy to the 
touch. 


“Ronnie, what is it? What'd they do to you?” 

“We got a spy here, Eve. It may be you.” 

I drew back a little, pretending shock. “Me? You’re 
kidding! For God’s sake, I was there with you. I almost 
got caught.” Then I let my voice harden. “How do I 
know you aren’t the spy? I beat it back here soon’s I 
could. But you’ve been gone the whole night. Maybe 
you’ve been rapping to the cops.” 

Hank said softly, “Come into my tent, all of you.” 

We went in and stood while Hank sat down and 
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struck a match, lighting the two candles. He looked 
hard at Leila. “Where’s the money?” 

Leila opened her mouth. Her hand went to her pock- 
et and she said numbly, “Why—it’s gone!” 

There was a silence. Hank murmured softly. “Gone? 
Or didn’t you live up to your promise? And what in hell 
happened to your face?” 

I said, “It’s all my fault, about her face. I thought she 
was a prowler—some dirty fink traitor in the crowd 
who was out to hurt you, Hank.” 

J explained about the fight. 

I ended lamely, “Anyhow, that’s the way it was. ’'m 
sorry. I thought I was doing the right thing.” Then I 
added, “Maybe Leila had come in the tent to put that 
money somewhere for you, Hank.” 

Leila chimed in, “That’s why I was in the tent. But it 
must have fallen out when you tackled me, Eve.” 

“Then it may be on the floor.” 

I went down on hands and knees and began to 
search, Leila joined me. Ronnie and Hank watched us 
without saying a word. We searched for maybe fifteen 
minutes, but the money was nowhere’ to be found, of 
course. 

Hank hit his knee with a fist. “Goddam it. Every- 
thing’s gone wrong with this march that could go 
wrong!” 

Lasked Ronnie, “Why didn’t the bomb go off?” 

“There was no bomb—just a rock.” 

“A rock?” I asked dazedly. 

“Somebody removed the bomb, put a rock in its 
place.” 

“Jack wouldn’t do that, neither would Bella,” I pro- 
tested. 

“But somebody did!” Hank grated. 

“Why not search everybody? He might have the 
bomb on him.” 

“And the money,” Leila added eagerly. 

“Search fifteen hundred people?” snapped Hank. 

Ronnie asked, “Did you see the ones who came in 
the tent after you and Leila finished your brawl?” 
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“Of course I saw them, but only for a few seconds 
before the candles went out again. I don’t think T'd re- 
cognize any of them if I fell over them.” 

Leila shook her head. “I’m not much help there, eith- 
er.” 

Hank gloomed, “Five thousand is a lot of bread. 
Maybe it fell to the floor, one of those who came into 
the tent saw it or felt it with his foot, picked it up, saw 
what it was, and decided to keep it.” 

“If we notice anybody throwing bread around like 
crazy, we might nab him,” I suggested. 

Ronnie snorted, “Fat chance! More likely he'll be 
walking due east right about now, or hitching a ride. We 
don’t have the names of the marchers, we can’t very 
well check up on who’s missing. There’ve been dropouts 
all along the way.” 

“So what do we do?” asked Leila wearily. 

“We march,” snapped Hank, “And the kids go hun- 

Leila looked at me. I shrugged helplessly. 

Then I reached out and caught her by a hand. “Come 
on, it’s still early, we can get in another two hours of 
shut-eye before it’s time to start.” 

We went out into the brightening day. 

We were both too excited to sleep. Leila insisted that 
I wrap up in the blanket. It was chilly and the ground 
was wet with dew, so we snuggled spoon-fashion with 
her butt in my lap. 

“We'll stop tomorrow night just this side of Balti- 
more,” she murmured drowsily, “There’s a summer 
camp with cottages—it hasn’t opened yet, not for an- 
other week—where we can bed down in a better way 
than this.” 

“Oh, this isn’t so bad,” I murmured, giving her slim 
middle another hug. “I kind of go for it.” 

She gurgled sleepy laughter and patted my hand. 

It took me about an hour of marching toward Elkton 
before I really woke up, that morning. Until then, I'd 
been like a zombie, all stumbling feet and shuffling gait. 
The call to walk had found me in the middle of a dream 
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about David Anderjanian, and it took a distinct effect of 
will to move away from Leila Parker’s warm body and 
into the early morning sunlight. 

We bought black coffee along the way and drank it 
from paper containers as we trudged. Leila looked 
worse than I did, I felt sure, as if her facade of good 
grooming were giving way before an inner exhaustion. 
When I scanned her soft, fleshy face, the thought came 
to me that she was quite a bit older than I, maybe even 
into her thirties. 

So what? I asked myself morosely. 

She and I stayed close together for the whole day. I 
wasn’t up to walking with Ronnie. I felt guilty about 
tunning out on him, even if he’d been the one to run out 
on me in order to see what was going on at the armory. 
And every time I looked at Hank, I remembered the 
food money I'd stolen and hidden under a rock. The 
farmer that turned that flat stone and plowed up that 
field was going to get the most pleasant surprise of his 
life when those fifteen hundred clams came to view. 

We nibbled lunchtime sandwiches bought at a way- 
side diner somewhere north of Joppa. Then it was on 
through Joppa, White Marsh and Fullerton for the rest 
of the long, hot afternoon. I let go with a mental cry of 
pleasure when we came in sight of the day camp with its 
many little cottages and campsites; I had no energy left 
to give a real yell. 

Leila was in much the same shape as I. She staggered 
twice and would have fallen if I hadn’t given her a 
hand. We made it up the two short steps of a cottage 
and practically dropped inside. Leila went over to sit on 
a wall bunk. I parked rump on a cot not far away. 

“God, I’m beat,” she panted. 

“We could stand a day of rest, that’s for sure.” 

She snorted, “Tell that to Hank.” 

I swung around and lay flat on the cot: I was asleep 
in seconds. It was dark when I woke up to the sound of 
water running. I lay there staring up at the ceiling, not- 
ing that the cottage was dimly lighted by fires from out- 
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side so that a reddish reflection flickered here and there 
on our cottage wall. 

The water stopped and Leila came out into the big 
main room, wearing a fluffy white bath towel that she 
moved across her white skin. When she saw me looking 
at her, she gave me a wan smile. 

“At least, I feel more like a human being. Go on, 
take a shower yourself, there’s soap and towels and 
such.” She added, “I'll try and rustle us some food. 
We'll just eat in here, if it’s all right with you. I’m not 
up to group conviviality tonight.” 

“Sounds good,” I nodded, sliding off the bed. 

I unbuttoned my blouse, dropped it. Naked to my 
navel, I set to work on my belt buckle. Leila was staring 
at my breasts as they swung and looped to my move- 
ments, her tonguetip poking between her lips. Her towel 
had slipped down a little, one of her heavy breasts was 
staring at me with its dark brown nipple. 

I knew what Leila Parker needed; some lesbian lov- 
ing. 

My own nipples started erecting. Maybe I craved 
some affection, myself. I enjoy a fling with a female 
upon occasion. I bent over, pushed down the bellbot- 
toms, stepped out of them. My cache-sexe was the next 
to go, so that I was buck-naked above my walking shoes 
and socks. I took off the shoes and sox sitting on the 
edge of the cot. 

Leila had not moved. I could feel her eyes crawling 
along my inner thighs, all the way up to my golden fur, 
I began suddenly to feel alive, sitting there. 

So I got off my cot and walked toward her. I bent and 
Kissed her rigid nipples, drawing them into my warm 
mouth, one after the other. She moaned and shivered. 

I drew back, said, “I’m all over grime and filth. ’m 
going to take that shower. We have the whole night 
ahead of us.” 

Her eyes glowed at me like those of a cat, and her 
smile made me think of a hungry tigress. I picked up my 
bellbottoms and walked toward the shower, switching 
my buttocks at her just to keep her in the mood. I was 
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hoping I might learn something from Leila Parker if I 
played my carnal cards right. 

The shower was like morning dew, sweet and fresh. 
It revived me until my every nerve tingled. I stayed 
under the water for quite a while, soaping up suds and 
watching them run off my swollen breasts. I even put 
my hands under my knockers and lifted them, studying 
them with the eye of a connoisseur. 

My breasts are full, heavy. I am all woman, and the 
faint blue veins just beneath the pallid skin with the 
dark brown nipples rising rigidly, made me understand 
how Leila Parker might love to look at them. 

I took a fast rinse and reached for a towel. More than 
my empty stomach was clamoring for attention, right 
about now. I shut off the water, stepped onto a throw 
rug, began towelling. I could hear faint noises from the 
big cottage room, the chink of dishes and the rattle of 
cutlery. 

When I came out, dressed only in my bellbottoms, 
two candles had been lighted, and rested on a small 
wooden table where two places had been set. Leila was 
standing beside the table, wearing a pair of transparent 
pyjama trousers under which I could make out the dark 
smudge of her pubescent hair. Her legs were slimly 
curved columns of sheer loveliness. 

Her breasts were like pale creamy bowls tipped with 
brown. They stood up proudly, quivering faintly to the 
emotion running in her veins. She had a body like a 
movie star, one of those so-called sex queens. It was 
fleshy, yes, but not fat. It was damned exciting. 

She must have been reading my eyes and my expres- 
sion as I eyeballed her, because she gave a little cry and 
ran to me. Our breasts touched, mashed together, I 
could feel her sharp, hard nipples boring into mine, and 
a own response. Her open mouth came down over my 

ips. 

We clung, kissing and shaking, for quite a few min- 
utes. 

It was Leila who pushed back. “We must eat, we 
need our strength,” she panted softly, putting her hands 
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to her long brown hair and pushing it back and away 
from her face. “Walk call is for seven tomorrow. Hank 
wants to be in Washington by nightfall, if we can. It'll 
be a long, hard day.” 

I smiled at her, putting all my seductive wiles into the 
curving of my lips. “We could always hitchhike, you 
and I,” I tempted. “We could sleep late, catch a car 
going toward Washington, get there ahead of the oth- 
ers.” 

Her green eyes awoke with glee. “It would be cheat- 
ing, but it’s an idea worth considering.” 

“Let’s see—what happens tonight,” I suggested. 

She turned her creamy back to me, waved at the 
table. “It’s not much, but it’s the best I could do. I raid- 
ed a couple of campfires and this is what I got.” 

Creamed chicken, yet—with biscuits! 

I stared from the plates to Leila. “What are you, 
some kind of witch? How’d you ever get this, for Pete’s 
sake?” 

She smiled faintly, drawing back a chair and sitting 
down. “Somebody stole some chickens and some flour. 
There’s a cook or two out there who know what to do 
with stolen goods like this.” 

Maybe, as a member of the law and order brigade, T 
should have refused to partake of stolen food. The hell 
with that. I tried not to think of the look David Ander- 
janian would give me as I slid a fork into a bit of succu- 
lent chicken, if he knew what I was doing. 

The meal was a stone groove. Leila had rustled—if 
this term may be permitted—some instant coffee, too. It 
was superb: 

Of course while I ate, Leila was across the little table 
from me with her bare boobs shaking and jumping to 
her movements. They made my mouth water even more 
than the chicken did. And from time to time her own 
eyes would assess my breasts and she would get that 
same hungry look on her face. 

The night was very quiet when we rose from the table 
and stepped toward each other. I hadn’t the faintest no- 
tion of the time. It was enough to be here, with her soft 
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hands lifting to my breasts, catching and holding them 
in her palms, shaking them gently as her thumbs went 
back and forth across my straining nipples. 

We kissed gently, lips browsing on lips, She bit my 
tongue, slid her tongue over it while pressing her breasts 
into mine, then rubbing them sideways, back and forth. 
The sensuous slither of those hardening weights on my 
own touched off my erotic nerves, bringing them to gal- 
loping enthusiasm. 

I put my hands on her bare back, ran my palms up 
and down. She shivered when I did that, so I slipped 
thera up her sides over her ribcage and gathered her 
heavy knockers in my fingers, I caressed them lazily, 
slowly. 

She wriggled. “No . . . let me!” she panted. 

Her mouth dropped below my chin to the nipples she 
had been rubbing with her thumbs. Moist heat claimed 
my flesh and I uttered a faint cry of delight. She tugged 
at me, guided me to the wall bunk. As I flopped down, 
she reached for my calico bellbottoms. 

She took them off with gentle tugs, leaving me naked 
except for my black lace cache-sexe. This she did not 
touch, not for a while, at least. My belly and my sides, 
my hips that were hidden only by the spaghetti straps of 
the cache-sexe, were pasture for her browsing lips. 

Her tongue licked my flesh. 

Leila Parker was an experienced lover, all right. She 
had me shedding my juices without much trouble, and 
my odor da femina triggered off the tigress switch in her 
flesh. She wrapped her arms around me and got on top. 

For a few seconds her hips worked spasmodically. 
Then she muttered, “Damn these clothes!” 

Her thumbs dug into the top of her pyjama trousers 
and shoved them down. Her mounded belly and her 
brown pubic triangle came into view. One hand tossed 
the lightweight trousers into the air. Then Leila came 
down on me, pushing my thighs apart and jamming her 
mons Veneris against me. 

This tribadic act, in which one woman represents the 
man and the other—me, in this instance—the woman, 
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is known as faire l'homme by the French, dietairistriae 
or hetairistriae by the ancient Greeks—Sappho was a 
Grecian girl, and lived on the island of Lesbos, which 
has given its name to her impudicities—and fricatrices 
by the Romans. Aloysia Sigaea has related the experi- 
ence of Tuilla and Octavia for posterity; what they did 
with one another, so Leila Parker did to me. 

T lay with widespread thighs, felt the approach of her 
amazingly long clitoral bud, shook in spasms of pleas- 
ure when she used it as a man might his male organ, 
Leila was gifted in this regard. Most women are not, in 
which instance they quite often resort to the dildo, the 
Greek olisbos, a contrivance of leather or wood which 
resembles the male shaft. The women of Miletus, in the 
old days, were renowned for their use of such an object. 

Fortunately for me, Leila used her myrtleberry on 
me. I say fortunately, because she felt the effects of 
what she was doing, which she wouldn’t do if she had a 
dildo strapped around her middle. Her body shook to 
the convulsive delights of sehhaukeh, as the Arabs call 
it. 

I clasped my thighs about her, wrapped her in my 
arms and went along for the ride. My hips shook and 
jerked, it was almost like being with a man. 

When she finally went limp on me, I pushed her to 
one side and began kissing her soft throat, My hand 
went across the mound of her heaving belly as my lips 
nibbled at her breast buds. 

“Devushka, devushka,” she whispered, “No more, 
please.” 

I damn near froze! Devushka is Russian for sweet- 
heart. Why in hell was Leila Parker talking Russian 
when in an erotic daze—unless she was a Russky? 

My lips went on kissing and my tongue continued 
licking her breasts. I paid them the devotion of a true 
mammaist, whose entire erotic life is wrapped around a 
pair of boobs. My hand was in her brown fur, teasingly 
sliding here and there. I wanted to rouse Leila up some 
more, to see if she would talk more Russian to me in 
her faddle fever. 


109 


I lingered over her breasts a long time, during which 
she kept moaning and muttering words I could not un- 
derstand. Her head was moving left and right, she put a 
hand in my long yellow hair and tried to hold my head 
still. But I was having none of it, I was like a Sapphist 
long deprived of a girl friend on whom to bestow 
caresses. 

After a time the sex hunger in her body grew to new 
life and her hands began to guide my face from one 
breast to another. I bit her stiff nipples gently, I laved 
them with my tongue. 

“Spasibo, spasibo,” she kept whimpering. 

Thank you, thank you—in Russian! 

I was pretty sure now that Leila Parker was a Com- 
munist agent. Everything seemed to dovetail. She was 
using Commie funds to support this protest march we 
were on, she was probably acting under orders from the 
Russian consulate or from the ambassador himself. Or 
maybe from some top-level spy. 

My mouth went down her torso, paused to feast on 
her bellyflesh. My tongue dipped into her navel. Leila 
was crying tears of happiness as her flesh gathered in 
my every caress and fed it to her pleasure centers along 
her nerves. 

She was older than Hank Doolin, much older than 
Ronnie Morley. Nobody in her thirties should be in 
such a high position among the marchers. The militant 
tadicals drew their supporters from the under-thirty 
crowd. 

When my mouth went farther downward, she whim- 
pered, “Da, da! Oh, please, devushka!” 

I am sure she did not realize what she was saying. 
Maybe she had a girl friend back in Moscow, and 
thought she was with her. Or maybe she was just fanta- 
sizing. It made no never-mind to me. I was learning 
what I wanted to learn. 

My lips dipped into wiry hair. 

Leila wailed out loud and her hips came up into the 
air. Her thighs fought to part, to give me access to that 
most private part of her. She babbled Russian words so 
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fast that I just couldn’t follow them, but I didn’t need to 
understand them, 

I gave her the kiss of Bilitis. 

And Leila Parker went crazy. 

Her fingers fastened in my hair, her hips lifted and 
fell. She pulled my face deeper, deeper into the chasmo 
of her yawning thighs. Those thighs closed down on my 
head, momentarily deafening me. Then they opened, 
quivering, as she let out a wail of utter pleasure. 

Her delight went on and on. 

The love sweat ran out of us both while we became a 
tangl of arms and legs, sweating middles and kissing 
mouths. We rolled over and over. Leila was grunting 
and crying out in the reactions to my lovemaking that 
had her hips bucking and thumping the mattress or the 
air above it. Her hands were on my ankles, she was try- 
ing desperately to pull my legs apart so she could enter 
into the Sapphic spirit. 

I let her have her way and now it was my turn to go 
ape over the attentions she paid my bouton. We locked 
arms about each other’s hips and gave ourselves over to 
what the French name bout-ci bout-la, among other 
things. Time went away and hid before the intense joys 
of our flesh. 

Only physical exhaustion could end this modicum 
of madness. 

Leila Parker gave way to her tiredness just a few sec- 
onds before it hit me. She slumped over me, lay there 
sobbing fitfully. I slid out from under, but I didn’t both- 
er heading toward my cot. I just lay there and closed my 
eyes. 

It was morning when a knocking on the door roused 
us both. We sat up at the same time, stared at each 
other, and began giggling. 

“All right, all right,” Leila yelled. 

She patted my leg that was resting across her hip. 
“Let me climb out, dear. Somebody sounds mighty im- 
patient.” 

Leila Parker remembered our tonguelashing triba- 
dance, but I knew damn well she didn’t recall anything 
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about those Russian words she’d spouted. She couldn’t 
have looked so pleased if she had. I was safe enough 
from her; if she’d realized what she’d said, she’d never 
have given me a big hug and kiss as she put her feet 
down on the floor, which she did. 

“We'll sleep together tonight, too,” she promised, 
walking toward the door. She didn’t open the door, she 
was as naked as a plucked chicken. “Who is it?” she 
called. 

“Ronnie. Aren’t you two up yet?” 

“We're up. Is that all you wanted?” 

“Hank has a car. We’re going to ride into Washing- 
ton so we can get everything organized Wy the time the 
marchers arrive. Hank has big plans. He’s going to 
plant bombs in the Supreme Court and in Congress.” 

My heart flip-flopped. Maybe I could save one place, 
but not both. There was a limit to how many bombs a 
girl can steal and not get caught. Even for me. 
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Chapter Seven 


The car was a ’65 Chevy covered with painted flow- 
ers. It was chauffeured by a hippie girl in a fringed 
suede jacket, a headband around her head, and owl 
glasses on her nose. She was wearing a microskirt that 
was up to her hips, and carried a fringed purse. She also 
had fringed boots on her shapely legs. 

“Hi, I’m Carla,” she greeted us. 

I was still chowing down on half a bacon sandwich 
and taking sips from the paper container that held my 
once-hot coffee. I waved the sandwich at her and intro- 
duced myself. 

“T live near here,” she explained. “I’m a college stu- 
dent and I think it’s absolutely wonderful, what you 
people are doing.” 

“We're trying to make the country listen,” said Leila. 

“Oh, yes! I know all that. We’re all trying to do that, 
Tm organizing a stink-in at college, you know.” 

“What’s a stink-in?” wondered Leila. 

I was glad she asked; I was afraid to, 

Carla waved a ringless hand. “It’s where nobody 
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flushes the toilet, not ever. You can imagine what the 
campus will smell like in a couple of days. Don’t you 
think it’s an absolutely brilliant idea?” 

“Tf you can stand it,” I commented weakly. 

Her calm eyes rebuked me. “It’s just our way of say- 
ing that the Establishment has to go. We’re all here to 
make that happen.” 

She was a dedicated one, all right. But she had this 
car, so we all got in and sank back into the upholstery, 
such as it was, and let her whisk us off along U.S. 1 
which would take us into Washington. 

We rode in silence until we were well past Laurel. 
Then Ronnie growled, “I still think we did a cop-out.” 

Leila said pleasantly, “We have to organize things, 
you know that. So we’re not trudging along in the dirt 
and dust. Somebody has to be the leader.” 

Ronnie asked, after a few seconds of gloomy silence, 
“Well, what are the plans, then? Let’s start the ball roll- 
ing right now.” 

Leila made frantic gestures at Carla. The girl drove 
steadily, not looking at us, keeping her eyes straight 
ahead. But she had ears, and Leila was afraid that Carla 
might babble about those plans to somebody who 
shouldn’t hear them, once we got to the Capitol. 

Hank Doolin grunted and began to talk about some 
recent campus bombings. Ronnie said they did little 
good, they only roused opposition from everybody. To 
achieve a real effect, bombs were needed to be thrown 
where they affected everybody. 

Carla said softly, “I wish I could go along with you. 
Oh, I know I can’t, none of you trust me one iota, I 
know all that. But I wish I could.” 

Hank told her we trusted her, it was just that some- 
times, as they said in wartime, careless lips sank ships. 
And we were like a ship going into battle against the 
Way Things Are. The rapping went back and forth, and 
then we were in Washington. 

Carla let us off at Ridge Street and Fourth and we 
walked along Fourth until we came to the abandoned 
old house that the New Worlders had taken over as 
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headquarters. Somebody had preceded us with mop and 
pail and dust rag, and added some secondhand furniture 
to the formerly empty rooms. The place was musty with 
that smell of long disuse, but Leila and I went around 
opening windows. 

Hank Doolin waited until we were done. Then he 
fished some papers out of a hip pocket of his blue den- 
ims and began to glance over them. His hand indicated 
the old chairs and a sofa where we could park our 
Trumps. 

“We'll lay plans before the others get here,” he an- 
nounced. “First on the agenda is the bombing of the Su- 
preme Court building. That ought to stir them up more 
than a little. It’s a blast, doing that. We hit at all the law 
and order boys right away.” 

My blood ran cold, listening to him. 

“At the same time, we hit the White House and the 
Senate. Right on schedule, mind. The bombs go off al- 
most at the same time.” 

He grinned at us with a maniacal glare in his blue 
eyes. I think Hank Doolin was more than half mad, 
tight then. He was a schizophrenic, a man with two per- 
sonalities, somebody with a persecution complex. The 
Establishment had betrayed him, he believed in some 
remote corner of his twisted mind, and he was out to 
prevent its ever betraying him again. 

Tf he had to kill, he would. Human life meant nothing 
to him, balanced against the scales on which he rested 
his warped beliefs. 

“You're all going to be captains, you know. Leila, 
you'll handle the Capitol business. Ronnie, you’re head 
of the attack on the White House. And Eve blows up 
the Supreme Court.” 

“While they’re in session?” 

Hank seemed to consider that, head tilted sideways 
and eyes staring at the cracked ceiling. “That’s a good 
question, Eve. How do you others feel about it? Do we 
shoot for a big holocaust with a lot of lives being lost or 
are we satisfied with just property damage?” 

I got in my opinion before the others. I said as calmly 
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as I could, “This all depends on whether we want to die 
along with the bombs. You know damn well, Hank, 
there’ll be guards of one sort or another at those places. 
Once we throw the bombs—there are no timing devices 
on them—those guards are going to start shooting. At 
us. The bombs will go off, too. If the guards miss, the 
bombs may not. We can’t pick and choose positions the 
way we can if we throw the bombs at night into more or 
less empty buildings.” 

“Eve has a point,” commented Leila dryly. “I vote 
we stay alive, personally, so we can continue the bomb- 
ings in other places and at other times.” 

Ronnie moistened his lips with a tongue. His eyes 
were dreamy, far-off. “I would happily die, Hank, if I 
thought that by dying I’d help the cause of the New 
Worlders. But all we'll accomplish by dying is giving up 
our lives for no good reason.” 

Hank said, “I disagree with that. I think it’s for a 
very good reason. It adds to the horror of the situation. 
Think a minute. I can see the headlines: GALLANT 
YOUNG MILITANTS DIE FOR CAUSE OF JUS- 
TICE FOR ALL! It’s terrific.” 

“And it’s our lives,” snapped Leila. 

Hank opened his blue eyes wide, “Not getting cold 
feet, are you?” 

“Tf she isn’t,” I yelled, “I am. Goddamit! Ronnie’s 
right. No good purpose would be served by our dying. 
We'll get just as many headlines by blowing up the 
buildings. I vote for nightfall and a better than average 
chance of us all getting away to throw a bomb another 
day.” 

I sounded like a cliche. So what? I wanted to go on 
living and I was arguing any damn way that came to my 
lips. I'd have talked cliches until the world ended, if 
they’d help me stay alive. 

Ronnie growled, “Besides, you’re sitting here on your 
can while we’re out there taking all the risks.” 

I hugged myself, mentally. It began to look as if the 
wedge I’d been trying to put between these three was 
actually starting‘to divide them. Ronnie and Leila had 
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seen Hank banging me. Hank had seen—or guessed — 
that Leila and I had been intimate. 

Now they were fastening onto these aspects of New 
Worlder action to let out their angers and frustrations. 
Leila slid closer to me, patted my thigh as if to give me 
encouragement, 

“T admit quite freely, I don’t want to die,” she told 
Hank. “I want to see some results of all this marching 
and bomb-throwing.” 

Hank threw his hands wide. “Hell! No need to get 
sore. Sure, I admit I sit here while you three and some 
companions are out there doing the dirty work. But it 
isn’t from choice. I’d just as soon be heaving the bombs. 
Somebody has to stay behind to coordinate activities;” 

“Nobody’s arguing about that,” Ronnie muttered. 

Hank sat up straighter. “Okay, then. To work. 

“Here’s the way we set up the action. 

“At ten o’clock tonight, Ronnie and a few of the 
marchers, boys and girls he can trust, make their move 
toward the White House. The boys and girls will carry 
banners, placards. They are to march up and down, 
singing and yelling, outside the north front of the White 
House. They will be very orderly, up to a point. 

“Now the gimmick is this: At a signal, the marchers 
will storm the front gates, trying to get in on the lawn. 
This will bring the guards running to the front gates to 
keep order. Nobody will be paying any attention to the 
back of the White House. And our bombers—wearing 
black clothes and with black net stockings overt their 
faces to prevent recognition—will get over those gates 
with their bombs, run to the building itself, and heave 
their bombs through windows.” 

Hank shrugged, smiling grimly. 

“After that, they'll be on their own, of course. But I 
think they'll do all right. It'll be just past midnight, and 
if they keep to the shadows they'll be able to make it 
out of there without too much trouble.” 

He drew a second sheet of paper from the pile in 
front of him on the table. “We proceed a little different- 
ly where the Supreme Court building is concerned.” His 
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eyes raked me. “You'll be in on this one, Eve. You 
drive past the building, you stop. One of the fellows will 
get out, run up to the building, chuck his bombs. He 
runs back into the car and you split. Since the marchers 
will be congregated in front of the White House, I sus- 
pect the city police will be concentrating on that. They 
won’t be expecting several strikes in different loca- 
tions.” 

“What about the Capitol?” Leila asked. 

Hank spread his hands. “Same instructions as for the 
others. The Capitol is right across the plaza from the 
Supreme Court building. You and Eve may be able to 
synchronize your actions. The White House, Ronnie, is 
up Pennsylvania Avenue some distance away. But you'll 
have the help of the marchers. Now then, do you think 
we can handle all this without a slip?” 

Ronnie looked at me. His eyes held worry, concern. 
Deep down underneath his brash exterior, Ronnie Mor- 
ley was a good American. I really believed so. He was 
more than somewhat disturbed by the plans Hank Doo- 
lin had made. But he didn’t dare show it; he just had to 
sit there and let it get up tight inside him. We were 
striking at the heart and soul of the United States, at the 
executive, judicial and legislative branches. 

It was like blowing up the entire country. 

And Ronnie Morley was beginning to realize it. 

Leila Parker, on the other hand, was actually gloat- 
ing. She could hardly wait to wrap her soft palms 
around a bomb and heave it. Well, at least she made 
sense, she was a Commie and she hated our capitalistic 
system. I think her nipples were getting stiff just from 
the mere idea of the blow she was going to strike at our 
democratic way of life. 

Hank Doolin was another kettle of fish. I was con- 
vinced he was half mad, to begin with, and his madness 
was connected with his desire to destroy the Establish- 
ment. In my L.U.S.T. training, I was taught the psycho- 
dynamics and the psychology of destruction. 

Hank Doolin was like a man suffering from a de- 
structive impulse raised to the Nth degree. Only his 
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goals were not the telephone booth, the school window, 
the deserted car. He combined his destructive instincts 
with those of the anarchist. He wanted to smash an en- 
tire society. 

He sat there with a grim smile on his scholarly face. 
In another time era, he might have been a Martin Luth- 
er or a Thomas Cranmer. Religion might have been his 
bag. Or maybe he would have appeared as a Guy 
Fawkes or a Robespierre or even as a fiery American 
patriot. 

I felt sorry for him, in one sense. He was trapped in 
his own time and in its social structures, He had a des- 
perate need to flail out at something. Hank Doolin had 
picked his own country and its way of life as the things 
he must annihilate. 

He was like a general planning a battle. We were his 
field commanders. Outside, marching along the streets 
of Washington at this moment, were his shock troops. It 
gave me a scary feeling, because just so might a real in- 
vading army act. Yet these were Americans out there, 
marching and singing! 

Sure, maybe they had a gripe. 

Change the system. Alter the Establishment. But not 
this way! 

I glanced at my Movado. It would not be dark for 
hours yet. And my belly was telling me it was time to 
put some food inside it. I glanced at Ronnie Morley. 
His eyes met mine. 

“You game for a couple of hamburgers and some 
French fries?” I asked. . 

He brightened 4 little, sitting up straighter. “Yeah, I 
could go for those.” He looked at Leila and at Hank, 
and his lips quivered in an invitation that he never 
spoke. I think right then that Ronnie would have been 
glad to grab me by the wrist and split like hell out of 
this bind. 

But he was committed. His glum face told me as 
much as he rose to his feet. “Come on, Eve. There’s a 
place I know.” 

Leila looked annoyed, probably wishing she’d 
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thought of the idea herself, so she could get me off away 
from the others. She started to get up but Hank ges- 
tured at her and she sank back. Ronnie and I walked 
out into the hot Washington air. 

We feasted on hamburgers and French fries and tea 
at a corner eatery, with Ronnie still very quiet and 
morose. I tried to cheer him, telling him there was very 
little chance of his getting caught. He listened to me 
quietly, head down. 

“Tm not afraid of getting caught,” he said finally, in a 
low voice. “It isn’t that at all.” 

“Then what is it?” 

He shrugged. “I really can’t put it into words. You 
know, my family’s been over here a long time, they 
came from England in the middle of the seventeenth 
century.” His smile was almost apologetic. “I suppose 
you could call them builders of the nation. They made 
some money, a lot of money. Now .. .” 

His voice broke off and he sat there with his forearms 
on the table, head down. I wanted to put my hand on 
his wrist, shake him into showing some sort of life. 
There was a pride inside him—the same sort of pride 
with which little boys perform to dares when inwardly 
they are shaking like a tree in a gale—which would 
make him go through with this insanity, though he 
didn’t really want to. If he’d been offered a way out he 
would have snatched at it, I felt confident. 

Trouble was, I couldn’t think of a way out for him. 
Or for me. We were both committed; we were going to 
take bombs and go do what Hank Doolin had told us to 
do. Up to a point, as far as I was concerned. 

Ronnie, now, was something else again. 

“What would happen if we ran?” I asked suddenly. 

His eyes stared at me. Two days ago, he would have 
accused me of being chicken. Now he merely shrugged. 
“They’d kill us, I guess—one way or another, some- 
time.” 

We walked back to the house hand in hand. It was 
going on eight o’clock. In another three hours we would 
be getting ready to go off on our bombing missions. 
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But until then— 

“T’m going to lie down and rest,” I said, squeezing his 
fingers. 

He gloomed straight ahead, but he muttered, “That’s 
not a bad idea.” 

We went past the room where Hank Doolin had 
given us our instructions: Neither Hank nor Leila was 
anywhere around. We walked upstairs to the second 
floor. There were bedrooms here, with beds still in 
them. Apparently Leila had opened the windows up 
here too, because a reasonably cool breeze was blowing 
through them, coming off the Potomac. There was a 
chest and the bed, no more. The sheet looked dirty, but 
what the hell. 

I unbuttoned my blouse, yanked it out of my bellbot- 
toms. Naked to my navel, my heavy breasts jogging, I 
moved across the bare floor toward the window and let 
the faint breeze slide about my nipples while I shoved 
the bellbottoms and my cache-sexe downward. Behind 
me, I could hear Ronnie getting out of his own clothes. 

He came up behind me, his maleness ahead of him 
nuzzling my buttocks, I shivered to that touch. I was up 
tight myself and needed a release from my tensions. The 
sight of my naked body standing at the window was a 
little too much for young Ronnie Morley. He had to 
have some of the goodies I was letting him see. 

I said nothing, just wriggling my hips a little, brush- 
ing his phallatic pride back and forth. His lips touched 
my neck, roamed a little, driving nookie needles into my 
flesh. The hands sliding up and down my curving sides 
added to the sudden fadoodle fever inside me. 

My hands went behind me, caught hold of his hips, 
urging them forward so I could feel a little more of his 
amative power sliding beneath my behind and between 
my thighs. I thought, How nice it would be if everyone 
in the whole world would only devote more time to 
sharing the body pleasures which a man can bring to a 
woman, or a woman to a man, instead of throwing 
bombs, hijacking planes, causing wars and destroying 
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people and property. I was damn certain the world 
would be a better place to live in if such were the case. 

I glanced down at the hands cupping my breasts, lift- 
ing them up so Ronnie could see his forefingers sliding 
over my jutting nipples as he rested his chin on my 
shoulder. My nipples were engorged with blood, thick 
and rigid. 

“You like them?” I breathed. 

“T love them, they’re so nice and smooth and big.” 

“Why don’t you kiss them, Ronnie?” 

I turned in his arms, his Jack Straw sliding across my 
thigh. I looked down at him. His nervi erigentes—those 
nerves that control the rising of the male phallus—were 
hitting on all cylinders. I had never known him quite so 
aroused. 

Ronnie bent his head, his lips opening. I quivered 
when I felt his mouth on my left nipple, engulfing it, He 
sucked gently, hungrily, like an infant needing suste- 
nance. It came to me that he was drawing strength from 
this action, it was his hold on humanity, in a desperate 
seeking after reassurance that he was man enough to do 
what was expected of him. Maybe soldiers in wartime 
needed something like this too, before they went into 
actual battle. 

T let my fingernails trail up and down his sides, across 
his hips to his thighs. I scratched gently around his lean, 
hard belly, always skirting the most sensitive of all his 
areas. Ronnie began to moan and lurch his hips at me. 

The maternal instinct in me is usually at a very low 
ebb, but at this particular moment, with his mouth 
drawing on my nipples, I knew how a mother felt with a 
child. She gives him of her own substance to equip him 
for the world as I was readying Ronnie Morley for what 
lay ahead of him this night. 

My hands zeroed in on him. 

My fingers closed, clutching as he let out a low wail 
of pure delight. He drew back away from me, standing 
spread-legged, hips shaking. His head was thrown back, 
his eyes were squeezed shut, his teeth were sunk in his 
lower lip. His body was hard and lean, his shoulders 
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wide, the muscles were strutted in bold bas-relief, Ron- 
nie was in the grip of what the French name se sentir 
des velleites, In street language, he was out of his skull 
with rut heat. 

I wanted to climb his massive membre. 

I controlled myself. This had to be something special 
between us, because I wanted to send Ronnie out to do 
his thing. Not that I expected him to blow up the White 
House; I was going to see he did not. But he had to 
make the gesture so as not to arouse Hank Doolin’s sus- 
picions. 

I wanted to catch them all ‘in the act.” 

So Ronnie had to play his part like a man. And to 
make him feel like a man, I was going to work on him. 

“You're so immense, Ronnie—you scare me,” I 
whispered as I nibbled on his left nipple while my 
hands ran gentle fingertips up and down his outthrust 
organ. 

Men seem to measure manhood by sheer size, which 
isn’t true at all, as any doctor or sexologist will tell you. 
Ronnie was young enough to think big, so to speak, so I 
flattered him. 

“Tt almost scares me. It’s gigantic.” 

A smile fought the grotesque contortions of his lips 
that were caught in a carnal grimace. His eyes opened, 
met my gaze, then closed as my fingers wrapped around 
him once again. 

“Please,” he whimpered, hips shuddering. “Please 


My eyes darted around the room. No chair, just the 
bed. And I didn’t want to take this youthful gonos giant 
on a mattress. I wanted his rump on something that 
would:not bounce. ; 

My stare' settled on the old-fashioned wooden foot- 
board with a smooth round rail on top. My hands 
pushed where they held him and he back up foot by 
foot until his behind sank down onto the wooden foot- 
board. I straddled his thighs, I held him gently and sank 
down. 

“Easy now—easy,” I cautioned. “Let’s not have any 
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wham-bam tactics. We have about two hours and a lit- 
tle more to kill. So let’s enjoy every last second of it.” 

In this position, which was a variation of the Victori- 
an era Saint George posture, I could control his mo- 
tions. He could get very little hip action with his rump 
planted on that wooden rail. I moved up and down 
slowly, tightening on him when I felt him bloat too 
swiftly. 

The woman who knows her love arts will always be 
able to govern the sexual spasms of her male love 
partner in such a situation. I know my love arts back- 
wards and forwards. Ronnie was a living godemiche 
under my careful ministrations. He strained for fulfill- 
ment which was denied him and he swam in a continual 
sea of sensual excitation. | 

From time to time he cried out in bliss which was 
nearly orgasmic in its intensity. Always he moaned, 
deep in his throat, as he shook to the play of my love 
muscles or as I writhed upon his baculephalliac barb. 
His eyes were shut, his mouth was open to aid him to 
draw air into his heaving lungs. He was deep in a tanta- 
lolagoniac trance from which only the orgasmal conyul- 
sion would revive him. 

T held off that final bit of faire sauter le bouchon as 
long as I possibly could. For one whole hour I kept him 
in that condition, always on the orgasmal edge, yet 
never quite giving in to it. I used a finger on his meatus 
in that manner known as faire durer le plaisir, which 
enabled me to regulate and control his ejaculatory flow. 
I even reached down and squeezed his dangling cym- 
bales so that the pain would retard his delight. 

That one hour became two, and he was almost at the 
end of his endurance. If he did not find relief soon, he 
might burst a blood vessel. And so I tightened my 
thighs about his thighs, squeezed downward with my 
pelvis, and began that series of contractions and loosen- 
ings which is the way by which any woman can milk a 
phallus. 

Ronnie screamed. 

He came up off the footboard, holding my naked 
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body flat to his own as his hips lurched and thrust and 
drove. My arms were wrapped about him, against my 
mashed breasts I felt his chest heave as he sobbed air 
into his lungs. We clung like that for long, ecstatic sec- 
onds that lengthened into a minute, 

Then Ronnie sagged slightly, the tension eased from 
his muscles and he kissed me very gently as I let my 
thighs trail down his legs to the floor. I dismounted and 
looked around me. 

The moonlight was silvering the room in faint lights 
and shadows. Beneath us we could hear voices, the pad 
of feet. It was close to the time when we would be set- 
ting out on our missions. 

Ronnie said tenderly, “Eve, I want to marry you. 
Nobody ever, ever made me feel that way, like a—like 
king of the whole damn world.” 

I thanked him, patted his cheek. “I’m not ready to 
get married, Ronnie. I’m not even sure whether we're 
going to live out the night.” 

He came back to reality fast, his euphoric glow fading 
with the sudden realization that he was about to blow 
up the White House. He shivered, not from cold, but 
rather as if a sharp fingernail had gone down his spine. 

“Yeah,” he said dully. 

T could have talked him out of going on the bombing 
mission. I felt it, inside me. But he had to go, and so did 
I. It was necessary to the safety of the nation that the 
New Worlders be exposed for the militant crackpots 
they were. ‘ 

We dressed in silence. 

Then we went down the creaky staircase together. 
Leila Parker was in the doorway, looking up at us. 
There was sharp suspicion in her eyes, in the tense pos- 
ture of her body. 

“Where’ve you two been?” she snarled. 

“Resting,” I said sweetly, coming to put an arm 
about her middle and give her a squeeze. “We thought 
if we got some rest, we’d do our jobs better.” 

“You don’t look as if you’d been sleeping.” 

She started to say something else, but thought better 
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of it. Her breasts quivered as she shrugged, then she 
caught me by a hand and drew me into the room where 
Hank Doolin was surrounded by a group of long-haired 
youths and girls. In a cardboard box on the table were a 
number of bombs, He was showing them to the eager 
beavers around him, 

“Eve,” he called, “Come get yours.” 

I accepted two bombs with a faint smile. Ronnie was 
beside me, taking the two that Hank was handing him. 
Leila swung her tote bog around, reached into the box 
for the bombs she was to carry. 

Hank glanced at his wristwatch. “The marchers are 
almost there, by now. It’s twenty-five to twelve. At ex- 
actly quarter of midnight they'll be in front of the White 
House, For fifteen minutes they'll march up and down 
quietly, carrying their placards. 

“At midnight sharp, they'll move on the gates. 

“Ronnie!” 

Ronnie Morley started. “Yeah, Hank?” 

“When the demonstration occurs, you’ve got to be at 
the other side of the White House, ready to make your 
run. You get those black clothes handy?” 

“T have them,” Leila murmured. “Come along, Ron- 
nie—get dressed. And here’s a black nylon stocking to 
pull over your face,” 

I walked out of the house. Three boys and two girls 
fell into step with me. They were strangers; I’d seen one 
of the girls and two of the boys on the march from Col- 
umbus Circle, but I didn’t know their names. 

“Tt’s going to take us a long time to reach the Capitol 
Plaza,” one of the boys said. 

“Not in a car, honey.” 

A girl asked, “In a car? You have one?” 

“Tm going to steal one.” 

I had me an idea as to how I was going to blow the 
gaff on these operations. I could hardly walk up to a 
cop and tell him what was going to happen; one of the 
five with me might get away, being young and reasona- 
bly fleet of foot, and I wanted nothing to go wrong. 

So as we walked along Seventh Street, I ran eyeballs 


126 


over the cars parked here and there, finally settling on a 
"57 Chevy that looked real beat-up. I figured the 
L.U.S.T. bankroll could stand paying the owner for my 
taking it in the course of my duties. 

From my shoulder bag I lifted out a master key, the 
kind I carry with me for occasions such as this. I had a 
couple more on the key ring, but my fingers automati- 
cally selected the one that would turn the ignition lock 
of a Chevrolet. 

I stepped off the curb and into the Chevy. I turned 
the key, hit the accelerator. The engine clanked to life. 
The boys and girls slipped inside and we were off. 

The U.S. Supreme Court was maybe a dozen blocks 
away. 

We went down Seventh Street as far as Pennsylvania 
Avenue. I swung left and picked up speed toward Capi- 
tol Plaza. It was quarter to midnight. Right now the 
marchers would be howling and shouting, charging on 
the gates of the White House, creating a diversion so 
Ronnie Morley could do his stuff. 

I felt Time squeezing me like a lemon on a juicer ma- 
chine. I was going to fail L.U.S.T. and the whole damn 
country if something didn’t happen soon. Had I estimat- 
ed my schedule too closely? 

I muttered, “We have fifteen minutes yet,” to the oth- 
ers who were perched on the edges of the car seats, 
practically biting their fingernails. 

A boy moaned. 

At the next intersection a police prowl car was wait- 
ing beside the curb, engine purring. I wondered if the 
call about our stolen car could have gone out already to 
all the squad cars in the area. 

I decided this was impossible. The police were not 
going to stop me, It was at this moment that a girl 
whimpered, “The pigs’ll see us! Eve, they're staring at 
us right now. If we go through with this, we don’t stand 
a chance.” 

A boy snarled, “Shut up, Caroline. You wanted in on 
this and by God, you're going to stay in. I don’t give a 
good goddam if your father is a minister of the gospel. 
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"You've! beeri making sounds long igh Put up or 
shut your yap!” 
This was when I swung the wheel. 


Chapter Eight 


The Chevy bore down on the police car. 

My five fellow conspirators sat frozen in numb hor- 
ror. I could hear somebody breathing rapidly, some- 
body else made a groaning sound. 

“The car’s out of control!” I screamed. 

A girl beside me lunged for the wheel. If she got her 
hands on it and swung us away from that squad car, it 
was good-bye Capitol, so long White House, arrividerci 
Supreme Court building! 

I dug my elbow in her left breast. 

She grunted and slumped, stifling a scream. 

The Chevy’s left fender and part of a mudguard 
slammed hard into the cop car with a screech of tor- 
tured, crumpling metal and a jar that shook me to my 
golden roots. Glass shattered and sprayed. The crash 
exploded in my eardrums. When it stopped, there was 
the silence of the grave. 

I made it out of the Chevy just as an officer with a 
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drawn gun stepped from the squad car. I ran up to him, 
waving my arms. 

“Don’t shoot, don’t shoot,” I screeched. “I give up.” 

When I got within two feet of him I said, “I’m Eve 
Drum from the League of Underground Spies and Ter- 
rorists. There are two bombs in my handbag. Search 
me! And tell your partner there are bombing attempts 
to be made on the White House and the Capitol. We 
were after the Supreme Court building.” 

He acted damn quickly. Maybe he was expecting me. 
He grabbed my arms, forced one up behind my back 
and shoved me toward the patrol car. His partner was 
out in the open now, also with a gun in his hand. 

‘Don’t let those sons of bitches get away, Joe! I got 
me a bomber here!” 

He shoved me into the car, feeling in my handbag 
and bringing out the two bombs. I yelled, “For God’s 
sake, don’t knock those wooden pins out. The bombs’ll 
go off if you do.” 

I got up off my hands and knees on the floor of the 
car where he’d shoved me and slid my behind onto the 
edge of the seat. I told him as fast as I could what was 
going to happen. 

He was on the radio before I finished talking. 

“The man in back of the White House is wearing 
black clothes with a black stocking over his face. 
They'll need floodlights.” 

When he relayed that information I added, “The oth- 
ers are going to bomb the Capitol. I don’t know whether 
they'll be walking or riding.” He passed that along, as 
well. 

His partner was ordering the others out of the Chevy, 
lining them up alongside the battered old car, making 
them lean both hands against the car top and spread 
their legs. Deft hands patted up and down legs and 
across behinds, up and down sides and across chests. 
The men were very efficient, they were well trained, 
they did their jobs well. 

Sirens screamed in the distance, coming nearer. 

In seconds, three other squad cars had joined forces 
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with us. A captain with a gold badge on his shirt came 
through the crowd to tower over me. He was a middle- 
aged man in superb condition, with a deep chest above 
a lean waist and arms muscled like a Samson. 

“You Eve Drum?” he asked. When I nodded, he 
asked, “Who’s your contact man?” 

“David Anderjanian. Why?” 

He nodded as if satisfied and gave me a frosty smile, 
“You've done a great job, ma’am. We’ve flooded the 
back lawn at the White House, we’ve blocked side 
streets, And we’re moving in on Capitol Plaza.” 

I glanced at my Movado. Five minutes to midnight. 
“No bombs go off yet?” 

He shook his head, then chuckled at my relieved 
sigh. “No way for them to make their hits now, thanks 
to you. No way.” 

“Tve got to get back,” I announced suddenly. 

Surprise touched his craggy features. “Back where?” 

“To the marchers’ headquarters. Hank Doolin’s back 
there, he’ll want to know what happened. I want to see 
his face when he learns his plans have all gone up in 
smoke. More important, I want to find out what he’ll do 
now. He won't take this lying down. He’ll be racking his 
brains to think of a way to strike back.” 

“You're finished with it. We'll move in on that build- 
ing and take everyone inside it.” 

I shook my head. “Not enough. You can only pin a 
conspiracy charge against Doolin, then. And maybe 
possession of bombs. I want to catch him in an act.” 

The captain fixed me with his cold blue eyes. “An- 
derjanian said I’m to yank you, that you’re not to take 
any more chances.” 

I smiled dreamily. David still loved me. Then I said, 
“You tell the big lug for me that the job’s not done. I 
mean to see it out.” 


I turned on a heel and started walking. The cop came 
after me, catching me by an arm. “You may be walking 
into a trap. Somebody may get away, spread the word.” 

“Nobody’ll know, believe me. Just keep track of the 
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boys and girls I was with, don’t let any of them escape, 
and I’m home free.” 

He looked dubious, but he could see I made sense. 
He muttered admiringly, “You ever need a job, we need 
policewomen like you on the force here in Washing- 
ton.” 

He stepped back and I walked on, along Third Street. 
I had maybe two miles to go, a little more than half an 
hour of brisk striding. I even trotted a little from time to 
time. 

As I approached the house where Hank Doolin was 
holed up, I felt my heart begin to bang. What if that po- 
lice captain was right? Suppose somebody had escaped, 
and could tabe me as a traitor to their cause? Hank 
Doolin would have no compunctions about killing me. 
In his eyes, I was an enemy, Worse, an enemy spy. 

I shivered in the warm night. 

Then I could make out a faint light behind the down- 
stairs windows and my hand was lifting to rap knuckles 
against the door. I would know in a few seconds, all 
about whether I was going to live or die. 

A bolt clicked back, the door opened. A boy with 
long hair, beard and scraggly moustache let me in. Hfs 
face was grave, concerned. 

“How'd it go?” he asked. 

“Tt was a bad scene all around, Where’s Hank?” 

Hank Doolin was sitting in the worn easychair that 
he’d made his throne ever since we’d moved into this 
place. He was reading a book but he put it down as I 
came into the room. His face showed no expression at 
all. 

“You're back,” he announced. 

“And with bad news. Everything’s gone up the flue. 
The fuzz is on to us, all our plans.” 

“How'd that happen, Eve?” 

My feminine instincts were up in the air and clawing. 
He was too calm, too unconcerned. I thought at first he 
might be high on speed or some such thing, but there 
were none of the telltale signs. 

“JT rammed a cops’ car,” I said, “It came out of an in- 
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tersection and there it was and the car I’d stolen had 
lousy brakes.” 

“So he caught you with the bombs and made you 
talk.” 

“One of the girls broke down, spilled out her guts,” 

“You're a goddam liar!” 

The words came from a different corner of the room. 
I froze, then spun around to see Leila Parker standing 
hipshot in the shadows, a hand on a curving haunch and 
with death in her eyes. The death part was for me. 

I could not speak. I waited for a bullet to come thud- 
ding in between my ribs. There was only an empty si- 
lence. 

“T saw it all, you blond bitch!” 

“Now look,” I finally managed to get out, “that was 
the way it happened. I don’t know what you think you 
saw but—” 

“They got Ronnie!” she screamed, moving a step or 
two forward, hands at her sides, fingers opening and 
closing like claws. “He took a bullet. I don’t know 
whether he’s alive or dead.” 

The room was filling up with boys and girls, mostly 
boys. Their breathing was like thunder in my ears. I 
fought the need to shake, to scream, to release the ten- 
sion building inside me. 

“You want to know how I know all that? Sure, sure, 
the cops got the bunch I was with. We were walking to- 
ward the plaza when the sirens started in. I shrank back 
into the shadows, telling the others— 

“Poor kids! They panicked, began running. The cops 
ran them down the way terriers do rats. Clubs came out. 
It wasn’t pretty because a few of the boys fought back. 
They had to call an ambulance. 

“T saw it all. I wondered how the pigs knew where 
we'd be. Then I heard a police car radio. Somebody was 
directing things and that somebody mentioned your 
name, said it was all due to you. I heard about Ronnie 
over the radio, too, about his trying to run away and so 
they had to put a bullet in him, 

“T beat it, caught a taxi,” 
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She looked past me at Hank Doolin. Her face was 
ashen. 

“I want this one, Hank. It’s my due.” 

Oh, God! I didn’t want a woman to be in on my sen- 
tencing at this kangaroo court. The way Leila Parker 
was glaring at me, it meant torture. 

“Grab her!” she screamed, 

I whirled and started to run. She must have seen the 
intention in my eyes in order to yip out a warning like 
that. I took five steps when big male hands came around 
my arms and an arm hooked my neck in the classic 
mugging posture. I hung there helpless, able to move 
only my legs. 

J lashed out with a leg at Leila as she advanced on 
me, but two girls dropped to their knees and wrapped 
arms about my knees. I quivered, realizing the game 
was over for me. 

Leila smiled down at my transparent blouse. She put 
out her hands, caught it and yanked. Buttons popped 
and flew through the air. My breasts came out into the 
light, big and white. Sweatbeads dotted my forehead. I 
was scared, damn scared. 

The Parker dame licked her lips, staring at my bare 
boobs. She had fondled them, kissed them. Maybe that 
added to her inner fury. I had betrayed her personally, 
as well as having betrayed the Cause. 

Her hand moved like a blur as she slapped my left 
breast, then my right. They were hard, vicious slaps, 
they stung. I screeched, body bucking. She laughed 
throatily, caught my nipples and squeezed. Hard, like 
with a pliers. This time I really let out a yowl. 

“Gag her,” Leila snapped. 

Somebody ran for a rag. Hank Doolin came into my 
range of vision and stared at my reddening, painful 
breasts. He said softly, “Let’s just put a bullet in her, 
Leila. I don’t dig this sort of thing.” 

The woman snarled, “You're a softy, Hank. If she’s a 
government agent, I want to leave what's left of her 
after I get through, for other agents to find. As a lesson 
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to them, so no more pigs like this blond one get sent out 
on any other protest marches.” 

I waited, scarcely breathing. Until this moment, I had 
always considered Hank to be the boss of this whole 
shebang. Now I was not so sure. Leila Parker had fur- 
nished the funds, maybe she also gave the orders—in 
private and only for Hank Doolin’s ears. I had an idea, 
it was a chance I had to take. 

“Listen, Hank—she’s a Commie! She’s got you all 
working for the Russians. Or maybe for the Red Chi- 
nese!” 

“You bitch!” 

The hand came out, cracked across my face, driving 
my head back into the chest of the boy who held me. 
He grunted. I smelled male sweat before my senses 
stopped reeling. 

“It’s true,” I gasped. “That’s why she’s so upset. 
She’s got you in the palms of her hands, she’s like a 
puppeteer and you're all her puppets. Moscow passes 
her the word and she pulls your strings and—” 

The hands caught my breasts, squeezed them so hard 
that tears of agony ran down my cheeks, I could only 
make a mewling sound, my head moving back and forth 
in a metronomic madness as that pain made red-hot 
agony all through my body. 

“Let her talk,” growled the boy with his arm about 
my throat. “I want to hear what she’s got to say.” 

Leila glared at him. “You shut up, Joe—or maybe 
we'll work you over, too. ’m no Communist and you 
know it.” 

The arms about my legs had loosened slightly as the 
two girls holding them became interested in what was 
being said. The boy behind me had eased his own grip, 
So a corner of my mind told me that I might make a 
break for it, given any chance at all. 

Another boy muttered, “Hell, we don’t know you. 
No more than we know Eve, there. We just met you on 
the march.” He looked at Hank. “What about you, 
Doolin? You a Commie, too? Is this the gimmick? Stir 
up us radicals to do your dirty work for you? We do all 
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your fighting, you sit back like a big fat cat and stir up 
the trouble?” 

Hank Doolin was white with fury. He took two steps 
forward, fists clenched as if to throw himself at the 
youth who had spoken. But as his eyes roamed around 
the room—as mine were doing—he must have seen and 
correctly interpreted the faces that were cut as if from 
stone. These youngsters were not buying Communism, 
even though they might go for blowing up the White 
House as a sign of protest. 

Their revolt, such as it was, was an American revolt. 
Against American society, against an American way of 
life. They wanted no part of Russia or Red China. It 
was, in their eyes, a new kind of American Revolution. 

“Let’s be sensible about this,” he offered amicably, 
unclenching his fists. “You’re all in on this, you're all a 
part of it. This chick here betrayed us to the fuzz. You 
go for that?” 

“No,” somebody said hesitantly. 

“Well, then. We’re only going to punish her.” 

Leila Parker had been standing motionless, breathing 
harshly. Only her eyes were alive, going this way and 
that. I think she was considering just how far she could 
go with these kids, the way they were feeling. 

She was afraid that if she pushed too far, she would 
alienate her fellow protesters. Twice she opened her lips 
to speak, then thought better of it. 

At last she said, “Just tie her up, then. Hank, we'll let 
her punishment go. We'll put plan B into operaiton.” 

“What’s plan B?” a girl asked. 

“We're going to drop a bomb or two in the Smithson- 
ian Institute. That’s a symbol of the Establishment, with 
all its mementoes of American history inside it. It’s 
empty now, we won’t kill anybody. But we'll leave our 
calling cards so they'll know the New Worlders mean 
business.” 

The boys and girls looked at one another. Some of 
the heart had gone out of them for this venture, I could 
read in their eyes. 

I said bitterly, “Sure, go ahead. Bomb the Smithson- 


136 


ian. I guess the commissars in Moscow will enjoy read- 
ing about that. It would be like bombing their Her- 
mitage in Leningrad, wouldn’t it? A slap in the face, or 
like spitting at a guy.” 

Hank snarled, “Crissakes, won’t somebody shut that 
chick up?” 

“Tie her up,” Leila said calmly. “If we succeed in 
blowing up the Smithsonian and get away with it, we'll 
know she fingered us for the other jobs. Then we can 
decide what to do with her.” 

There were too many boys and girls for them to act 
as one. They shuffled feet and looked at each other, but 
nobody took the lead. Hank shoved forward, nodding 
and grinning at the boys and girls who held me. “Come 
on, let’s get the show on the road. Joe, you and the boys 
take her over to that high-backed chair and tie her up 
good,” 

They did what the man said, swiftly and carefully. 
They didn’t tighten the ropes too tightly, so they cut 
into me, but tightly enough so that I could not get away, 
I tried the trick of tensing my muscles for some slack, 
but they were wise to that one. 

When they were done, I was sitting with my knees to- 
gether, my arms behind the chair-back, my bare boobs 
jutting out like carnal cannons. The blouse was still on 
my shoulders, but it might as well not have been. 

Leila came to check the knots, smiling viciously 
down into my face. She fussed around so much, I got a 
bit suspicious. The others were filing out, Hank telling 
them to join the others around the campsite. 

Then only Leila and Hank were left with me. My 
blood started running cold, especially when I saw Hank 
take a Colt .38 out of a jacket hanging on a coat tree. I 
thought he was going to kill me now and say later-that 
he knew nothing about it. But he put the gun in his hip 
pocket and turned to Leila. 

“Come on, let’s split. We can work her over when we 
get back.” 


Leila licked her lips, staring down at me. “Just give 
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me five minutes, Hank. That’s all I ask. Go get the car.” 

“You won’t kill her?” 

Leila shook her head. I saw the maniac rage in her 
eyes that her lips denied. I didn’t want to stay here 
alone with this crazy dame. I opened my mouth to beg 
Hank to take her with him— 

—and Leila shoved her lace handkerchief into my 
mouth. 

I made a moaning sound but by that time Hank was 
at the door, opening it. I was all alone with this woman 
who hated my guts. 

She said softly, “Five minutes. I can make that ten, 
easily enough. Hank won’t really mind. First of all. . .” 
She turned away, got another handkerchief—it was one 
of those bandannas that the hippies wear around their 
heads—and wrapped it\around my face so I couldn’t 
spit out the gag. 

She rummaged in some knapsacks tossed into a 
corner of the room and came up with a switchblade 
knife. She clicked it, tested the edge of the blade against 
a thumb. Then she came across the room and touched 
the sharp point gently to my breast. She pressed. A 
drop of blood oozed out. 

“T could spend hours on you, bitch! I'd like to cut off 
those globes nice and slowly and then go to work on 
you down below, I know a lot of kooky ways to hurt 
girls. Yes, I learned them all in Moscow. You're right 
about that. 

“I can admit it, now. Hank knows it, the others don’t, 
not even that snotnosed Ronnie. We're backing some of 
the militants—not all—and we’re doing everything we 
can to bring your capitalistic society to a halt.” 

She ran the knife down to my belly button and slid it 
under my belt. The leather of that belt was tough but 
she sawed at it until the belt parted. Then she used the 
knife on the fabric of the bellbottoms until she’d cut 
them down to my privacy. The fly gaped open, showing 
off my belly and some hairs of my pubescence. 

Leila grimaced. “It makes me want to puke when I 
think how I loved this body of yours,” The back of the 
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knife touched my flesh, ran down into my Venus bos- 
kage. I shuddered to its coldness. 

“You know what I’m going to do when we come 
back? I’m going to operate on you, Eve. I’m going to 
cut your parts out. That’s right. And without an an- 
aesthetic. Oh my God, how you’re going to scream!” 

She got down on her knees and let the knifeblade slip 
even further. “Should I slice you a little now? 
Hmmmm? Or maybe try to see how far I can penetrate 
—without drawing blood?” 

Leila Parker was a sadistic madwoman! 

And I was helpless in her clutches. 

I prayed that Hank would come walking through the 
door. I knew he was more dedicated to destroying the 
Establishment than to torturing a girl. At least, I hoped 
so. 

“Here, let me get those thighs apart so I can try it,” 
she giggled, crooning deep in her throat. “That’s it, the 
ropes don’t hold your thighs, I can see enough to. . .” 

She slid the knife forward. I felt its cold steel, the bite 
of the point. I did not dare move a muscle, afraid that 
one false move might really cut me. I was tightened up 
in that chair, my every muscle strutted— 

—when a horn sounded. 

“Goddam,” breathed Leila. 

The knife was withdrawn. I sat there shuddering, the 
terror-sweat drops crawling down my forehead. Leila 
Parker was snarling, the hand holding the knife shaking 
spastically. She was of half a mind to bury that steel in 
my flesh anyhow, and worry about Hank Doolin later. 

Luckily for me, Hank appeared in the doorway. 

He must have tired of blatting the horn and hearing 
no answer. His eyes went over my nudity, he under- 
stood at once what he’d interrupted. His voice was a 
snarl in the air when he spoke. 


“Come on, do you think I’m going to stand around 
while you let your personal tigers looce—and me with a 
couple of live bombs on me?” 


Leila said, “I’m with you. I’m with you.” 
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“We could strike a blow for the downtrodden people 
of this country, and you play games. Don’t you under- 
stand that we have to make our strike, then run for it?” 

“What about her? I haven’t finished with her.” 

Hank snapped, “You can come back.” 

Leila sighed and made a stab at my jutting left breast. 
The steel grazed my flesh, I felt it touch, but it did not 
draw blood. Then she was retracting the blade back in- 
side the handle, and turning away to follow Hank out of 
the door. 

She did not speak, but her eyes flashed as she turned 
her head to stare hard at me before she disappeared. f 
was no fool. If I was here when she returned, I was 
going to be tortured to death, very slowly, very cruelly. 

I began to fight the ropes, wriggling and twisting from 
side to side. The knots had been tied rather expertly by 
the boys and girls who'd fastened them; I wondered 
even as I writhed, where they’d learned to do it. The 
coiled knots seemed different, somehow; they were not 
the usual sort. Curious, I ran fingertips over a big one 
close to my left hand. 

The rope was done in a pipe hitch around the slat of 
the chairback. Now a pipe hitch is used for dragging cy- 
lindrical objects like iron pipe, water ducts and the like. 
It is a good knot for that usage, and I suspected that the 
boy who’d tied it was familiar with manual labor. 

A pipe hitch has one weakness. It was never meant to’ 
keep a person fastened in a chair when he or she wanted 
out, The boy had chosen that knot without thinking, 
probably as the result of long habit in tying knots. 

My fingertips went up the coiled rope around the 
coiled rope around the chair slat until they found the 
end tucked neatly inside the top coil. I slid my body 
sideways to relieve the pressure, began working on the 
rope end, After about five minutes I loosened it suffi- 
ciently so I could pull it down and start unwinding the 
coils, 

My heart was thudding away happily as I worked be- 
hind my back with my somewhat cramped fingers, In 
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another minute or mabe two, the ropes would fall 
away from my arms and I would be able to free my legs. 


It was then that Ronnie Morley came through the 
door. 
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Chapter Nine 


I gawked at him in horror. 

His black clothes were in shreds, he looked like a 
walking scarecrow. There was blood on the sleeve of his 
jacket and a nasty gash along the cheek showed where a 
bullet had just grazed him. His eyes were huge, protrud- 
ing from his head. His face was dirty, grimy. 

He had two bombs in his hands, 

I don’t think he saw me at first. He staggered across 
the room and sank down in a chair near the desk. Very 
carefully he lifted the bombs and set them on the desk- 
top. I was relieved to see that the wooden plugs were 
still in place. 

“Ronnie—what happened?” I asked. 

“They shot at me, the police. They missed me, thank 
God. Or I'd be lying dead in the morgue, branded a 
traitor.” 

He did not lift his eyes, he sat there staring vacantly 
at the floor. I moved my arms, he did not seem to no- 
tice. I bent over, worked on my tied ankles. 

Ronnie said softly, “I've been a goddam fool. I think 
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a lot of the others feel the same way. Christ! We were 
about to bomb the White House!” 

The ropes came free. I stepped out of them, rising to 
my feet. I tucked in my blouse, zipped the fly of my 
calico bellbottoms and knotted my cut belt. Ronnie 
never looked at me. 

I stepped close to him, put a hand on his tousled hair. 
“Go back home, Ronnie. Get away now. You can make 
it out of Washington, they think they have all the con- 
spirators,” 

“No,” he growled harshly. “I’m waiting for Hank.” 
He lifted his head, his eyes focused on me for the first 
time. “Where is Hank? And Leila?” 

“They’ve gone to bomb the Smithsonian.” 

His face lighted up with an almost maniacal pleasure. 
“Good! I’m going after them.” His hands went out for 
the bombs. . 

“What do you think you’re going to do?” 

“Bomb them,” he grated, “the way they wanted me 
to bomb the White House.” His clenched fists with the 
bombs wrapped inside his fingers lifted to. show how 
well armed he was. “One bomb for each!” 

It had all caught up with him, the realization that he 
was an American boy, about to bring down American 
institutions around his ears. Until the moment of reality, 
Ronnie had looked on this as a big game, and that since 
it was mostly all talk, nothing was really going to hap- 
pen. But it had happened, he had been shot at, bullets 
had grazed his skin, almost killing him. 

The shock of that bummer had opened his eyes. 

He could see Hank Doolin and Leila Parker in their 
real roles as rabble-rousers, inciters to anarchy. There is 
a strong strain of law-abidingness in the American char- 
acter, despite the high crime rate. It is a carryover from 
the Anglo-Saxon inheritance. 

Now he wanted to hit back on his own, as an Ameri- 
can who'd been played for a sucker. 

“No, Ronnie,” I said gently. “You'll blow up the 

. Smithsonian—and yourself too.” 
“J don’t care, as long as I get them.” 
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T half turned away just as he was rising to his feet. 
My arm chopped down, my hand rigid. The edge of my 
hand took him across the back of the neck. Ronnie 
pitched floorwards with me doing a kind of backflip so I 
could catch those bombs before his jarring fall knocked 
the wooden pins out. 

That karate chop is a great little weapon. 

I took the bombs away from him and stuck them into 
my shoulder bag. I leaned down and kissed Ronnie on 
the cheek. “Go home, Ronnie. When you wake up, 
just go home—and maybe all this will only be like a 
bad dream to you.” 

I turned and ran. 

Thad a scant few minutes left to get to the Smithson- 
ian before Hank and Leila set off those bombs. I ran 
with my wedge heels clip-clopping a regular tattoo 
along the floor and out onto the sidewalk. My eyes 
hunted for a squad car; I hoped the police might be pa- 
trolling those streets. 

No luck. So I got out my master keys and sorted 
through them until I found one that would work on a 
red Mustang parked at the curb. I slid into the seat, in- 
serted the key, and fifteen seconds later was barreling 
down New Jersey Avenue heading for Louisiana Ave- 
nue and eventually the Mall. The Smithsonian Institute 
faced the Mall. To one side was the Washington Monu- 
ment, on the other the Capitol. It was American heart- 
land, this place. 

I was determined to save it. 

I left the car in violation of all parking rules and 
regulations on the Mall grass after bumping over curbs 
and other forbidden places, and legged it for the big 
reddish building which bore the name of an Englishman 
who had never set foot in this country. 

Honest Injun! Not many folks know that James 
Smithson, the bastard son of an English nobleman, as a 
gesture of defiance left his entire estate to the then- 
young United States of America, in 1835. And, of 
course, Congress argued for a hell of a long time wheth- 
er we would accept largesse! 


145 


T tivtoed into the big building, telling myself that 
Hank and Leila must be somewhere around here, that I 
would hear them. They had to be using flashlights of 
some sort, otherwise they'd be blundering about and 
bumping into things and making all sorts of a racket, 
same as I was. 

There are five buildings to the Smithsonian, the origi- 
nal one in which I was standing in the darkness, trying 
to listen, the Natural History Museum, the Arts and In- 
dustries building, the National Air Museum and two art 
galleries, the National and the Freer. Hell! Those two 
could be anywhere in any one or two of those places. 

Thad to do better than this! I stumbled around until I 
found an office and a telephone. I struck a match from a 
packet I found in a drawer of the desk and dialed the 
police by its light. I told the desk sergeant where I was 
and— 

Something fell, upstairs. 

I froze. 

The desk sergeant was making sounds at the other 
end of the line, but I couldn’t have told you what he was 
saying. I beat it out of the dark office and groped 
around until I found the staircase. Somebody was up 
there, moving about 

Judging by the footsteps, it was Leila Parker. A man 
would have walked heavier. I kicked off my shoes and 
went up those carpeted stairs like greased lighting. I 
could see very little, the moonlight coming in the win- 
dows was very faint; I had to work by my hearing alone. 

“Bozhe mor! Where is it?” 

The words were not spoken too loud, but they were 
like an explosion in my ears. I ran forward on bare feet. 

Leila Parker was silhouetted by the moonlight near a 
window. She was bent over slightly, studying the walls. I 
don’t know what particular exhibit in the museum she 
was hunting for; after all, she was a Russky spy and 
maybe she’d never been in the Smithsonian. 

I didn’t wait for whys or wherefors. 

My legs carried me forward like a pro football full- 
back hitting the line. The line was Leila Parker. I drove 
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into her amidships and she went backwards, squawking 
in surprised fright. She rammed into the wall and would 
have bounced except that I was there to grab her brown 
hair in my hands and bang her head against the wain- 
scoting. 

She recognized me after the third bang. 

“Where did you come from? How did—” 

She brought her knee up toward my groin, I twisted 
aside, but not quite fast enough. The hard knee caught 
me, sent agony through my loins. I had my hands 
wrapped in her hair, so I sat down abruptly and yanked 
her head with me. 

She took a flying dive and as my arms jerked, her feet 
went up over her head and she came a cropper, head- 
first on the floor. The jar shook loose my grip and she 
went skidding and sliding out of my reach, 

She was crying with rage. I could hear her sobs and a 
couple of gasped Russian words. I slithered around, 
dove across dark space for her. 

I landed on something soft. Female breasts! My 
hands went out and caught hold and tightened. My 
fingers dug into no-bra flesh like pincers. Remembering 
the way she’d treated me in that house off Ridge Street, 
I twisted my fingers and hands as if I were kneading 
dough. Leila screeched in pain, her body thumped and 
bumped along the floor while she tried to shake me 
loose. 

Her hands grabbed my hands, tried to pull them 
away. This only made the pain worse. Then she tried 
teaching for my face to scratch, to maim, hunting for 
my eyes. I buried my face in her soft belly and hung on 
like a bulldog in a fight. 

She was groaning and sobbing pain cries just as her 
hands found my loosened blond hair. She gave my hair 
a yank that brought tears to my eyes. I opened my 
mouth and bit through the thin black sweater she was 
wearing, sinking my teeth into her bellyflesh beneath it. 

,L had forgotten all my judo and karate training, ’m 
afraid. I was one raging-mad female battling with an- 
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other. It was savage, elemental. I drew blood, I could 
taste it, and her screams were music to my ears. 

Then she yelled, “Hank! Hank!” 

I felt a coldness come over me. I didn’t want Hank 
Doolin in on this grudge fight. I caught hold of her 
sweater where I’d been working it into her breasts, and 
gave a yank. The black material shredded, leaving Leila 
naked to her navel. 

Her heavy white breasts were silver globes in the 
moonlight, swaying like pendulums as she tried to get to 
her feet. She was still wearing shoes, their soles and 
heels slipped on the waxed floor. My bare feet gave me 
a better purchase. 

My hands grabbed her swinging boobs, sinking 
fingers deep. I braced myself on my naked feet and 
swung her off her feet. She would have flown across the 
room if I’d Jet go of those knockers. I kept my grip on 
them and damn near pulled them off her. 

She was screaming maniacally now. I think the pain 
was driving her off her rocker. She halted in midair and 
came down hard on her knees. 

T let go of her breasts, caught her loose brown hair in 
both hands and drove my knee hard into her nose. I 
could hear cartilage crunch. 

“What were you after?” I gasped. 

I guess I was pretty near the deep end myself, what 
with my crazy anger at her and my desire to hurt her 
because she had wanted to hurt me. I really didn’t care 
what she had been looking for, but the words just 
popped out of her. 

“Your flag—the one Key wrote those words about 
The original star-spangled banner! The 1814 flag 
that had flapped proudly over Fort McHenry during the 
bombardment of that redoubt. It was bullet-torn, big, 
and it was a symbol of independence. 

I made a boo-boo. 


T let go of her and drew back my hand to wallop her 
across the face. Oh, I landed the blow, all right, it 
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smacked loud and clear in the darkness—but I forgot 
about that switchblade knife she had. 

_ Even as she was falling backward from my slap, the 
knife came out into her hand—I could see the glitter of 
moonlight on metal as she flicked the blade out—and 
she pointed it right at my belly button. 

She lunged, knifeblade straight ahead. 

I tried to block that thrust with a waving left arm. I 
drove the point sideways from my belly, but it sank 
deep into my upper left thigh. The pain was sharp, sud- 
den. There was steel in my flesh and in a second or two 
I would bleed. But first and foremost in my mind was 
the fact that Leila Parker had two bombs in her tote 
bag. 

So—even as that blade went into me, I made a V 
fork of the forefinger and middle finger of my right 
hand, and jabbed for her glittering eyes. I landed tight 
on target. 

The screams she’d let out before were nothing to the 
shrill shriek that came out of her open lips. Head back, 
she stood frozen, momentarily blinded. Her hand came 
away from the knife handle; all she could think about 
was her pain and her damaged eyes. 

Her hands clapped over her face. In the moonlit 
darkness, her screams rang out in a fusillade of fright, I 
was almost sorry for her. She turned and ran. 

T yanked out the knifehandle and felt along my calico 
bellbottoms. I was bleeding badly, my fingertips told 
me, my pants were soaked with blood. I yanked out the 
knife, absentmindedly snapped the blade and stuck it in 
my pants pocket. I tried to forget about the wound. I 
whipped out my belt and used it to make a tourniquet. 
By rights I should have sunk down and rested so as not 
to bleed any more. 

Hell! I had to go after Leila Parker. 

Oh, yeah—and Hank Doolin, too! 

I hobbled for the doorway out of which the Russky 
spy had run. The hallway was dark, still. I made it to- 
ward the staircase, intending to go down and try to con- 
tact the cops to find Hank Doolin. 
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IT was at the polished railing when I remembered Lei- 
la’s tote bag. I turned back for it—just as something 
rushed me from the deep shadows. Hands extended, on 
bare feet—she’d kicked off her own shoes, by now— 
Leila came for me like a demented death. 

Tf I'd been as near the rail as I would have been had I 
not turned back, those hands would have hit me, pushed 
me over to fall against the stairs below, probably with a 
broken neck. Leila missed me entirely. Her thighs hit 
the railing in that stretched-out position with which she 
hoped to push me. 

Off balance, she went over. 

I was frozen, unable to move. 

Down she went, her bare feet kicking in the air a few 
seconds before I heard the dull thud and the sharper 
crack of breaking bones. I was shaking like a leaf in a 
windstorm. I had to put a hand on the railing to give me 
some sort of hold on my emotions. 

There was no sound except my breathing. 

How long I stood there, not wanting to look over the 
tailing balustrade, I never did learn. Eventually I 
screwed up my courage to peer over and down. By the 
very dim light I saw a body spread-eagled on the risers, 
legs and arms flung out at crazy angles. Her head hung 
loose, lolling. 

I made it down the stairs, bent over her. She was 
dead. Intuitively, I knew it even as I reached for her 
wrist to feel her pulse. She had landed on her head and 
her neck had snapped. I crouched there holding a cold 
wrist and asked myself what the hell I was going to do 
now, 

The police should have been there by this time. Un- 
less that desk sergeant figured I was a crank or a nut or 
maybe a teenager playing telephone tricks. I sighed and 
rose off a step, feeling my thigh. The bleeding seemed to 
have stopped. Maybe my blood was coagulating. I sure 
hoped so. 

I hobbled to a window and peered out. Its bulk black 
against the Washington sky, I could make out the shape 
of the Natural History Museum. I had no idea where 
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the guards were, or even if there were any guards on 
duty after hours. But the buildings seemed bathed in 
night, mute and dark. 

And then— 

Just for a moment a needle of light gleamed in the 
Natural History Museum. It winked on, then off, but it 
was enough of a tip-off. I was waiting, hoping for some 
such break. 

Tf I was right, Hank Doolin was using that flash- 
light. 

T hobbled from the building, moved across a path and 
some grass. My thigh hurt like hell and it was excrutiat- 
ing agony to put my weight on that wounded leg, but 
there was no other way to stop a bombing. I wondered 
as I got up the steps of the Natural History building 
what Hank might be looking for, the way Leila Parker 
had been hunting for the American flag. 

Or maybe he wasn’t hunting at all, maybe he was 
waiting for Leila to finish her part of their job and join 
him. It made no difference what the reason, he hadn’t 
set off his bomb yet. I told myself I would be in time. 

I moved through the blackness on bare feet. I had no 
hope of finding my way in all this blackness. Hands out 
in front of me, I groped and blundered here and there, 
wishing desperately that Hank Doolin would use that 
electric flashlight once again. 

My hands brushed a marble wall. They touched a 
light switch. I drew in a deep breath. Should I risk ev- 
erything and turn it on? I was wounded, without my 
usual agility or ability to fight. I would be a sitting duck 
for Hank if I did what I was thinking of doing. 

So my fingers pressed the switch. 

Light exploded all around me. I was blinded by light. 
The electrics were coming on full power and my eyes, 
which had been used to almost total darkness, just 
didn’t focus at first. I wasn’t the only one. 

I heard Hank Doolin rasp out a curse. 

My bare feet took me to the room where he was 
standing. For a moment I was scared witless by the 
sight of the most enormous elephant I’d ever seen, trunk 
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raised and gigantic tusks curving, towering over Hank. 
Then I realized this had to be the largest land animal 
ever know in modern times, which is on display at the 
Smithsonian. It stands thirteen feet, two inches at the 
shoulder. It was shot by a Hungarian engineer named 
Fenykovi and its hide, when cut off, weighed more than 
two thousand pounds! 

These facts and figures went through my head as I 
hobbled through the marble doorway. Hank Doolin 
stood there staring at me in disbelief. I guess I was a 
sight, what with my blood-stained left leg and my torn 
blouse. and I was just limping toward him with bare 
hands hanging. by my side, weaponless. 

“Go away, Eve,” he growled. 

“Drop the bombs, Hank,” I snapped. I guess I 
sounded like something out of an old Humphrey Bogart 
movie, because he just shook his head and started to- 
ward me as if telling himself that the sooner he got rid 
of me, the sooner he could toss his bombs. 

The jig was up, he must have realized that. The lights 
going on in here around three in the morning would tip 
off the authorities. I guess he hoped he could lay mé out 
with one good punch, throw the bombs and make it out 
before the police cars sirened to a halt along the Mall. 

Hank put his hand in his hip pocket. I remembered a 
little late that ’'d seen him take a Colt .38 out of a jack- 
et back in the New Worlders’ headquarters, I tried to 
run forward but I only limped a bit faster. 

He laughed at me, the bastard. 

“Leila stick her knife into you? But I guess you did 
her in, since you're here and she isn’t. Just the 
same...” 

His voice trailed off as the gun came into view. He 
was in no hurry. Hank Doolin was an egotist and he was 
feeding his ego with his cat-and-mouse tactics. I guess it 
made him feel like a real big hero, seeing a wounded, 
limping girl without a weapon in her hand, hobbling 
tight at him. 

Thad the use of one good leg, my right. 

But I couldn’t kick with it. I would have to put all my 
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weight on my left leg if I did that, and I was afraid it 
would buckle under me. Nor could I employ the fiying 
kick—the yoko-tobi-geri of Japan—for much the same 
reason. 

Hank knew this. He was grinning in triumph. 

I pretended to stagger and fall. But just as I was 
going down I launched myself off my good right foot. 
My shoulders hit his knees the way a football blocker 
takes out an enemy tackler. Hank gave a loud squawk 
of surprise as he lost his balance and went backward. 

My body spun over him like a rolling pin over moist 
dough. As I was turning, my right hand went into my 
belt. It came out with the switchblade knife. 

A finger pressed the stud. 

Five inches of bloody steel came into the light. Grip- 
ping the handle just as Hank started to raise his right 
hand—the hand with the gun—I jabbed downward. 

The blade went into his hand, pinned it to the floor. 
Hank screeched and his body bucked, trying to free his 
palm. I had impaled it firmly, so muscles tore and flesh 
was slashed as the knife edge did its thing. The gun had 
gone skidding across the floor so there we were, almost 
nose to nose in a desperate confrontation. 

His left hand flailed across his body as he sought to 
grasp the knife and pull it free. I blocked his grab, hit at 
his neck with the edge of my hand. He caught my wrist 
in his left hand and twisted, 

I thought my wrist would break off, 

» I was on one knee, bent forward, his tug drew me 
across his body, throwing me as if I were no more than 
a sack of meal. It flashed through my head as I went 
skidding, that he would be able to free himself now and 
grab up the gun with his left hand and finish me off. 

I kicked back with my bare right foot. 

My foot landed on his jaw. The muscles in the leg are 
bigger and stronger than those in the arm. My leg mus- 
cles had been developed by much exercise as well as by 
my savate training. 

My heel made a splatting sound against his face. 

He rocked back, momentarily dazed. I slipped on the 


153 


floor as I tried to brake my slide. I got to my knees. My 
left thigh no longer hurt. I was too wrapped up in trying 
to stay alive to pay any attention to what was happening 
to my leg. 

I dove, fingers extended. 

My fingernails sank into his cheeks an inch below his 
eyes. I dragged down those nails, scraping skin and 
bringing blood. Hank screamed. 

Then I was over him, ramming my right knee into his 
belly, driving the air from his lungs. I still had two good 
hands, I caught his long hair and began banging his 
head up and down, up and down, on the floor. 

He was out cold after the third thump, but I didn’t 
know that. I just kept playing his head was a basketball 
and I was using the old-fashioned two-hand dribble. I 
must have gone up and down an imaginary basketball 
court a dozen times before hands caught me and 
dragged me off. 

T turned, still fighting mad, half boxed on rage. 

“Easy, darling, easy. Hey, watch it, Evel” 

The voice was familiar. I let my eyes focus on a fa- 
miliar face. David Anderjanian was holding me and 
there were a lot of cops all around us. 

Iwas a lady: I fainted . . . 

When I woke up, I was in a hotel room wearing some 
sort of frilly black nightgown that was as transparent as 
a not-too-dirty pane of glass. My breasts were more 
than somewhat revealed to the male eyes eyeing them in 
something like wild appreciation halfway across the 
room. 

When David finally got around to looking at my face, 
I smiled at him. “Thank you, David. Your admiration 
has made my day.” 

He got off the chair and came to sit on my bed. He 

- was wearing purple pyjamas and a pale mauve dressing 
gown. At first I thought he might be in the middle of 
one of my nightmares but when he bent and put his 
open mouth to mine, I knew I was awake. 

“How are you, honey?” 

His tones were so syrupy I got suspicious. I felt along 
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my leg, found my upper left thigh neatly bandaged. No 
pain, either. I scowled at him. 

“Well?” I asked. 

“Tt certainly is. We have your story pieced together 
from what Hank Doolin and some other marchers told 
us. I’ve heard rumors you’re going to get a Presidential 
citation.” 

His head went down and his lips kissed my left breast 
through the perfumed nightgown. His mouth felt good, 
making me remember I am a female sort of girl. My 
hand tousled his hair. 

He murmured, “I heard what Leila Parker did to 
you, too.” 

I thought about that, remembering the way in which 
she’d run that switchblade into my con. I asked sweetly, 
“Would you like to check the damage?” 

“J thought you’d never ask,” he grinned, pulling back 
the bedclothes. My body was in pretty good shape, con- 
sidering all I'd been through. The bandage on my left 
thigh didn’t take up too much space. I moved my left 
leg experimentally. Still no pain. 

“I want to kiss it and make it better,” he nodded, 
starting to climb out of that garish robe and those night- 
marish pyjamas. 

“David, who buys your clothes?” I asked dreamily. 

He paused with his pyjamas down around his knees. 
He posed like that, for my benefit, I suppose. David is 
pretty proud of his upright masculinity. I really can’t 
blame him, either. 

“As a matter of fact, you picked out these pyjamas 
and the robe as well, last Eastertime, after an especially 
purple passion interlude in my bed. You said at the time 
that if I ever wore them you would—” 

“T remember, I remember,” I yelled. 

He tossed aside those purple put-ons and slid into 
bed, not quite beside me, but in such a position that he 
could, by raising and bending my good right leg, exam- 
ine such damage as might have been done by the 
switchblade knife. I will say one thing for David Ander- 
janian. 
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He is very thorough. The examination, with eyes and 
lips and tongue all involved, took close to an hour. He 
put me way up there on the point of a star and kept me 
there forever. I wept and bit and maybe I even clawed 
him a little in my ecstacy, but he didn’t seem to mind. 

When a girl wins a Presidential citation, she’s enti- 
tled to a few privileges with her best boy friend. 
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